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M Hem that cravat for me that I brought in 
yesterday; I want it this evening.” 

The speaker, a stoat, rnddy "six footer,” 
looked down on a small, pale woman, who sat 
holding a fat boy of seven months, while anoth¬ 
er in its third snmmer wtdr falling at her drees. 

“ Yon’re got three •nsrf'§6o& ones, ready to 
wear; wont one of those shit yon * I've got a : 
great deal to do to-day,” was toe reply. 

" No ; I want the new one; I like a ehange 
once in a while. And I really wish you'd stop 
pleading such an amount of work when I ask a 
small favor. You always do it.” 

" 0, no; not always,” she rejoined, mildly. 

Sometimes the children are more trouble than 
at others.” 

“ There it is again—the children! I'm tired 
of hearing the old story. Anybody wonld think, 
by your talk, tost you were killed with work, 
with only your husband and two little boys, who, 

1 dare say, are as easy to take care of as the 
common run of children. What if you had six, 
instead of two 1” 

Mrs. Luther did not reply. A sad look stole 
over her once round, rosy face, which she quick- • 
ly averted to conceal an unbidden tear. 

“ Til «end home a turkey and some vegetables. 
Now don’t fail to get up something nice in the 
way of pudding, for I forgot to mention that 
Morris will dine with us to-day, and he's quite 
an epicure,” added Mr. Lather, re-opening the 
door he bad just closed. " Well, what now ? 
Crying, I declare! Now if there’s any one 
thing that I dislike more than another, it's to 1 
see a woman cry about nothing 1” he exclaimed, | 
in a fretful, injured tone, as a second tear, bolder 


than the first, rolled down his wife's thin face, 
and dropped on the infant’s soft hair. 

" Don’t speak so harshly, John. I’ll try my 
best to please yon,” she murmured, with quiver 
iug lips and tremulous voice. 

“ Well, that's all that's required of you; so 
there’s no use in making a child of yonrseJf.” 

; And, Mr. Luther, slamming toe door, walked 
hurriedly through the entry, into the street. 

Hb wife leaned her head on her hand and 
wept unrestrainedly. The baby-boy looked np 
wonderingly into her face, while her first-born, 
relaxing its bold of her dress, stroked her cheek 
lovingly with its tiny hand, lisping in infantile 
accents, “ Me love mama—me love mama.” 

Mrs. Luther was deeply moved by this touch¬ 
ing demonstration of childish sympathy. She 
clasped her little comforters in a long embrace, 
and then wiping awUy all traces of agitation, 
proceeded about her daily duties with a calm 
though saddened countenance. 

Four years before, she was a glad, gleeful 
maiden, knowing no care, feeling no sorrow, 
and guarded jealously by food parents, who 
liked not even the winds of heaven to blow upon 
her too roughly. A trusting, loving, guileless na¬ 
ture was hers, painting the fntore in rainbow 
ines, crowning it with a garland of evergreen, 
which should outlive the beat of summer, the 
blasts of autumn, and the snows of winter. 
Among her fancies, girl-Hke, she pictured one, 
whose very existence would be so intermingled 
with her own, that to doubt him wonld be to 
wrong herself. 

But, alas! gentle maiden, Jean Paul Richter 
spoke truth when he said: f Thou knowest not 
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that thy gentle heart needs something wanner 
than blood, and the head better dreams than the 
pillow can give it; that the perfumed flower- 
leaves of thy youth mast soon be drawn togeth¬ 
er to form the scentless calyx-leaves, to protect 
the honey-cap for thy husband, who will soon 
demand of thee neither tenderness nor a light 
heart, bat only rough working fingers, feet never 
weary, laboring arms, and a quiet, paralytic 
tongue.” 

And so when Agnes Tracy thought she reoog- 
nized her second self in one of the stronger sex, 
she gave him, unreservedly, the whole wealth of 
her affections, won by the honeyed words and 
the winning tones which are so common before 
matrimony, but which, unfortunately for both 
parties, are generally neglected afterward. She 
left father, mother, brother, home, friends, all, 
to become a wife, never harboring a suspicion 
that the chosen one did not mean all be said, 
even to loving her better than himself. 

But Time, that great expounder of mysteries, 
solver of problems, and the stern teacher whose 
lessons may not be scorned, brought convictions 
which she could not well withstand. Gradually 
the truth dawned upon her that she had married 
a cold, selfish man, who had been attracted by 
her personal beauty and accomplishments, and 
perhaps—but Agnes spumed that idea at first— 
by the considerable property her kind father had 
made over to her, which he lost no time in put¬ 
ting in a “ safe place.” Where was her ideal 
love ? Where the earnest suitor, with his looks 
of tenderness and his words of eloquence? 
Echo, in mournful, dirge-tike tones, repeated, 
where? 

Mrs. Luther was a disappointed wife. Her 
husband, although not positively unkind, was 
unloving; and that, to one of her sensitive, sus¬ 
ceptible nature, was almost equivalent. He ex¬ 
pressed no sympathy in her movements, consid¬ 
ered it beneath his dignity to inquire into any¬ 
thing relating to domestic matters, and labored 
under the common delusion that housework 
did itself; and that the care of children (one 
in arms) was nothing but a pleasure. It wasn’t 
at all likely that his wife was ever tired, so he 
rarely condescended to ask her the question, or 
offered to relieve her of the charge of either of 
her offspring when be happened to be in the 
house an hour or two. 0, no; Mrs. Luther was 
undoubtedly made of iron, or some other mate¬ 
rial that wouldn’t wear out, and might be on 
her feet all day, and awake all night, without 
any detriment to her physical system. A wash¬ 
erwoman was employed weekly, and what reas¬ 
onable wife could ask more ? If he hired a girl, 


there’d be nothing left for Mrs. Luther to do, 
and the probability was that she would either be 
wearing her clothes out tramping the streets, or 
else relapse into reprehensible habits of indo¬ 
lence, which ill become a good wife and devoted 
mother. But we will not detail more of Mr.^, 
Luther’s eccentricities—in charity we will give 
them no harsher name—bnt let them develop as 
we proceed with our sketch. 

Conversations like the one we have narrated, 
were not unfrequent. Mrs. Luther acceded to 
his inconsiderate and unfeeling demands, be¬ 
cause she could not well do otherwise ; she was 
dependent upon him for even her small meed of 
happiness. Her parents had deceased soon after 
her marriage, her only brother lived in a distant 
dty, leaving no friendly and pitying ear to listen 
to her earnest longings for spirit companionship. 
Had she been childish, she would have wished 
to die; but the remembrance of the loved ones 
committed to her charge, reconciled her to an 
existence, which, without them, would have 
been insupportable. 

On this morning, like many other weary 
mornings which now were counted by months 
and years, Mrs. Luther commenced her task— 
the severe physie^JL labor of attending, unaided, 
to the wants of two young children, cleaning, 
cooking, and the endless minutiae of domestic 
affairs. The room did not present a very en¬ 
couraging aspect. The breakfast table stood in 
the centre, with the usual compliment of odds 
and ends, unwashed dishes, etc. Mr. Lather’s 
dressing-gown, slippers, shaving apparatus (be 
generally made a dressing-room of the kitchen 
in the winter, it was so much more comfortable) 
lay scattered about in beautiful confusion, while 
headless hones, tailless dogs, broken miniature 
houses, squeaking trumpets,, and disabled sol- 
dien, might be seen upon and under every 
chair; the mother availing herself of anything 
in the shape of toys which would serve to amu*6 
her little charges while her attention was else¬ 
where directed. There were so many things to 
be done she hardly knew what to do first; each 
day brought its particular duties which could 
not well be omitted. She took up the baby, 
nicely washed Mid neatly dressed the tittle fel¬ 
low, and placing him in the cradle, went through 
with the same operation with the mischievous 
prattler who had, meanwhile, busied himself 
with overturning her work-box, to the imminent 
detriment of several spools of white thread 
which he deposited in the coal-hod. 

When this was done, the turkey and a quanti¬ 
ty of vegetables were brought in, and all mat¬ 
te** being secondary to dinner (Mr. Luther nev- 
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er overlooked my omission or tardiness tn that 
department of housekeeping), everything else 
was mi aside for that. It is no swell matter to 
dress and prepare a large fowl for the oven, as 
any one knows who has had experience in snch 
particmlars; and by the time that doty was suc¬ 
cessfully accomplished, the vegetables duly 
cleaned, and the cranberries stewed and dished, 
the pmdding claimed attention. A few minutes 
reflection decided what it should be, when the 
best part of an hour was spent in putting the 
different materials together. 8he was so busily 
engaged in this proceeding, that ambitious little 
Jasie mounted an opposite table unnoticed, and 
stood garing curiously at his round face in the 
looking-glass. An inadvertent step backward 
sent him tumbling to the floor, when the fright¬ 
ened mother, forgetting her pudding in anxiety 
for her child, soothed and rocked him until his 
sobs were hashed in sleep. Just then the baby, 
indignant at her long neglect, screamed lustily, 
of course waking his brother, whose swollen 
head inclined him also to join in the chorus, 
which the perturbed parent had much difficulty 
m stilling. 

A nervous glance at the stove reminded her 
flat the coal waa getting low, and another at 
tfte dock that the moments were precious. 
More fuel had to be brought from the cellar 
(Mr. Luther always managed to forget that), 
and so )ris wife, with aching head and trembling 
step, was forced to fill the hod, and drag it 
slowly up the stairs. The fire was too far gene 
to revive quickly without the aid of charcoal, so 
a second journey was made below for that arti¬ 
cle, and after persevering efforts, a fresh blase 
was started. 

Worried and anxious, Mrs. Luther alternately 
looked at the clock and the turkey; the hands 
•f the former went round steadily, tyut the latter 
teemed not to bake at all. Dinner would inevi¬ 
tably be late, and what would Mr. Lutker say 9 
He rarely made any allowances for circum¬ 
stances, reproached her for neglect, and wonder¬ 
ed why she “ didn’t punish Joeie, when he hap¬ 
pened to get a fall, instead of babying him. 
Women always went to work the wrong way to 
do anything, and then When there waa trouble, 
the husband got blamed for it” 

The clock struck twelve. Between the tur¬ 
key, the Are, and the children, the breakfast 
dishes remained in statu qua. Those were to be 
washed, the knives to be cleaned, the table to be 
laid, the vegetables to be eooked, the pudding to 
be watched, the fire hi the parlor to be kindled, 
and her own toilet made for company, in just 
sixty minutes. Poor Mrs. Luther! she was in 


an unfavorable situation for entertaining a visi¬ 
tor agreeably. Her temples throbbed with pain, 
her face was heated and flushed, while her knees 
bent under her with weakness. And yet she 
must make an effort to look glad and happy, or 
her husband would wish, as he had often done, 
that he had not married a moping, complaining 
wife.” Ah, it is the little things of life that 
make our happiness or misery l How much a 
single kind word would have encouraged the 
disheartened one—how much joy a sympathiz¬ 
ing look would have infuped into her sinking 
soul! O, ye husbands ! be not chary of these 
blessed heart-tokens which cost yon nothing. 
They may be but trifles to yon, but they are 
much, very mnch to the mother of your chil¬ 
dren. Deprive her not of them, for they sus¬ 
tain her wonderfully in her wearisome struggle 
with life’s cares. 

But we are moralizing, forgetting the while 
that the fine fowl in the oven has, in return for 
Mrs. Lather’s close attention, put on a beautiful 
brown, that cannot be excelled. Again and 
again, despite the glowing coal that made her 
cheeks tangle, she moistened it with the fluid in 
the pan, prepared a delicious gravy, seasoned 
the vegetables to a charm, and had the satisfac¬ 
tion (by making an extraordinary effort) of get¬ 
ting everything in readiness simultaneously with 
the chy clock’s striking one, and the entrance of 
her husband and his* friend. Leaving the latter 
in the parlor, Mr. Luther at once proceeded to 
the kitchen. 

“ Dinner ready 9” was his first inquiry upon 
entering. 

“ Almost,” responded Mrs. Luther, lifdng the 
fowl from the stove to the table. 

“ Boasted, as sure as I’m alive 1” ho exclaim¬ 
ed, taking a step forward. “ What could induce 
you to cook it in that way 9” 

“ Why, I took it for granted that you wanted 
it roasted! You said nothing to the contrary,” 
she replied, with considerable surprise. 

u Well, what if I didn’t! People boil tur¬ 
keys, sometimes, as well as bake them, and a 
change once in a while is desirable. I sha’n’t 
enjoy the dinner a bit. I had set my mind upon 
boiled turkey, roast you can find at every comer,” 
said Mr. Luther, with ill-concealed impatience. 

“I am sorry you are dimppointed. If you 
had told me your wishes, I would have governed 
myself by them,” his wife patiently rejoined, 
struggling to repress her wounded feelings. 

“ We can eat it as it is, I suppose. What have 
you got for pudding 9—a batter, I hope—Morris 
is fond of them, he tells me,” added the hus¬ 
band, in a tone rather more good natured. 
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“ No, I have made a very nice plum pudding, 
at you 8aid last week you liked diem much bet¬ 
ter than batter.” 

“ What if I did 1 Because one likes beef- 
lteek, it's no sign he wants it every day for din¬ 
ner 1 It seems to me you have put yourself out 
to eook the wrong things. But it’s always so— 
I might have known better than to ask company 
home. Morris never eats plum pudding; I 
think I remember hearing him say to.” 

“ But how should I know his likes or dis¬ 
likes 1” remonstrated Mrs. Luther, justly hurt 
by the ingratitude and captiousness of his last 
remark. 

“ By asking, I suppose; I know of no other 
way. Now don't disfigure your face with cry¬ 
ing, I beg of you, Mrs. Luther, for it looks red 
and blistered enough already. And pray wipe 
those children's faces, for I wouldn’t have Mor¬ 
ris see them in that trim for a ten-spot. I don't 
see what’s to prevent you from keeping Josie 
out of the coal hod. If you had a large family 
I shouldn’t wonder, but as it is, it’s a mystery 
to me,” added the affectionate father, lifting Jo¬ 
sie from the floor, and seating him in a chair 
wish more force than was necessary; a move¬ 
ment that so offended the latter that he set up* a 
loud scream, which the irritated parent endeav¬ 
ored to hush by a blow upon the ear. But as 
this did not mend the matter, he was forced to 
turn the child over to his mother, with the con¬ 
soling remark “ that she had ruined him.” 

And this was Mrs. Luther's reward for her 
morning's work; this her compensation for the 
numberless steps she had taken, the petty trials 
she had endured, and a sincere desire to have 
everything performed to her husband's satisfac¬ 
tion. No wonder the sigh would comp, and the 
tear would flow. Not a syllable of commenda¬ 
tion for the pains she had taken to please him, 
not a word of merited praise for her prompt¬ 
ness ; nothing but fault finding. Her efforts 
were taken as a matter of course. She was his 
wife, and those duties devolved upon her, sick 
/ os well, weak or strong, and it was the height 
of folly for her to expect to-be pitied and fon¬ 
dled like a spoilt child. 

Mrs. Luther strove hard to appear calm, and 
unconscious that anything had happened to oc¬ 
casion disagreeable reflections, and succeeded 
far enough to perform her part a9 hostess with 
credit. Over-exertion had brought on a feeling 
of exhaustion, and entirely deprived her of ap¬ 
petite ; but she had the gratification of seeing 
her visitor eat heartily of turkey, and hearing 
Mm praise the pudding, which Mr. Luther bad 
prophesied so unqualifiedly he would not Kke. 


This was something; yet a few words of like 
character from her husband would have pos¬ 
sessed far more value in her eyes. But censure 
was oftener on his lips than commendation, so 
he contented himself by observing “ that the 
room was full of smoke,” in a voice that laid 
the blame entirely at her door, when in fact the 
east wind was at the bottom of the annoyance. 

All things have an end, and so had the din¬ 
ner. The two gentlemen shut themselves up in 
the parlor to smoke (that kind of vapor rarely 
incommoded Mr. Luther) and converse at their 
leisure, while the wife, faint, tired and sad, rock¬ 
ed the baby to sleep, gave Josie something new 
to play with, and then, without a moment’s rest, 
began the afternoon programme. All the din¬ 
ner things were to be cleansed and returned to 
their places, beside sweeping and dusting, cham¬ 
ber-work, etc., which had necessarily been left 
nndone in the morning. When these were at 
length accomplished, the short winter's day had 
materially diminished. Mrs. Luther thought of 
the cravat. Should she sit down and hem It 
immediately, lest something should happen to 
prevent her doing it at alii Such had been her 
intention, but reflecting that there would be 
quite as much displeasure manifested if the nice 
cake and light warm bread were not forthcoming 
at tea-time, with a sigh, deep and bitter, she set 
herself about making them. Four times she 
was interrupted in this employment; twice to 
rock and feed the worrisome babe, and twice to 
answer a noisy summons at the door. 

Half an hour of daylight remained, as Mi*. 
Luther seated herself by the window, drew up 
the shade as far as possible, and with one foot 
on the cradle to move it back and forth gently 
when the child stirred in its troubled sleep, and 
the other for the accommodation of Josie, who 
was using it as a kind of hone, turned down the 
hem of the cravat. It was of quite dark mate¬ 
rial, obliging her to look steadily and closely at 
the stitches. Htr eyes—never strong—smarted 
under this continued strain, and before one side 
was completed, she was forced to rise and bathe 
them in cold water. This relieved her some¬ 
what, and lighting a lamp, she returned to her 
stitching, pausing only to pick up and console 
Josie for a sorry bump. The monitor on the 
shelf pointed warning]/ to the hour when Mr. 
Luther usually returned, making her nervous 
fingers fly the faster. 

Hark!—the outer door is opened, while a 
noise as of some one groping his way, assures 
the trembling wife that die has forgotten the 
lighting of the hall lamp, in her haste to hem 
she crafgtLj 
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“ Pitch dark, and no light in the house!" was 
his ungracious exclamation, as he strode into 
the room. “ I wish you'd see to things prop* 
eriy, and not oblige a man to stumble round in 
this way 1" 

Mrs. Lather tried to excuse herself, but she 
was cat short. 

“ Don't 8top to make np a string of reasons, 
for I don't want to hear 'em. I'm tired, and 
want my tea as soon as possible. No sign of 
sapper, is there ?" 

Mrs. Lather intimated that she had nothing 
to do bat to lay the table. 

“That ought to hare been done before dark." 

“I know it; but I have been busy every 
minute.” 

“ Undoubtedly," was the husband's sarcastic 
reply. “ You have more to do than any woman 
I know of. And why you should let that cravat 
be till this time of day, is more than I know. I 
suspect, however, if the truth was known, that 
you are a trifle or more slack, Mrs. Lather. 
Don't it come as near that as anything ?" 

The latter made no rejoinder; not from dis¬ 
respect, but because her heart was too fall to 
ipttk. The last stitch was taken, the cravat 
folded and laid aside, and tea soon on the ta¬ 
ble Mr. Luther, apparently half ashamed of 
bis unhusbandlike remarks, offered to hold the 
baby a few minutes, and in several ways tried 
to appear to better advantage. But the wife 
could not so soon forget his harsh, unkind 
words, so the meal was concluded with very lit¬ 
tle on either side, after which he dressed him¬ 
self for an evening's entertainment away from 
home. He did not tell where he was going, or 
mention at what hour he should return ; but as 
this was not the first occurrence of the same 
nature, Mr*. Luther was not surprised, as in¬ 
deed she would have been, had he spent an en¬ 
ure evening with her. That was something 
which seldom happened now; she had learned 
not to expect it. Being too much fatigued to 
sew, several long hours of solitary reflection 
followed. In melancholy mood, she sat rock¬ 
ing slowly until ten o'clock, when Mr. Lu¬ 
ther came in. He made a few casual remarks, 
then took up the lamp and went np stairs, fol¬ 
lowed by bis wife, carrying the youngest child, 
who, for a day or two, had given indications of 
illiiess. The wearied mother gladly sought her 
pillow, hoping to lose in balmy sleep the con¬ 
sciousness of mental and physical suffering. 
Bat the babe was not quiet long; it grew rest¬ 
less, and moaned constantly as if in pain. 

“ Do stop that child’s noise, Agnes1" said the 
husband. “ I haven't been able yet to get a wink 
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of sleep. Get up and rock him a little, can't you? 
He went be quiet, I suppose, any other way." 

Mrs. Luther left her bed, but as the proposed 
rocking did not bring about the desired end, she 
took the heavy boy in her arms, and paced the 
room softly a long time lest Mr. Luther should 
be farther disturbed. It never once entered the 
thoughts of the latter individual to offer his as¬ 
sistance, and when his wife remarked that she 
feared Harry was seriously ill, he promptly de¬ 
nominated it a “fit of temper, which she would 
do well not to humor." But the anxious mother 
had different convictions, which every moment 
strengthened. She knew that the presence of a 
physician was indispensable, yet this suggestion 
was pronounced highly ridiculous by Mr. La¬ 
ther, who was not prevailed upon to dress and 
go-^or one until after midnight. 

It is not needful to dwell upon what trans¬ 
pired afterward; suffice it to say, that little 
Harry lived but three days, and in a week -Mrs. 
Luther was childless. Her darlings had been 
transplanted to a brighter sphere. Cholera in¬ 
fantum had done its work, and the bereaved pa¬ 
rent was left with nothing to love, and no one 
to love her. Her former trials sunk into insig¬ 
nificance beside this one great affliction, which 
would not let her be comforted. Now, more 
than ever, A 8he yearned for that sympathy which 
is so grateful to the chastened and subdued 
spirit. But ah! where should she look for it? 
Mr. Luther was not devoid of fatherly feeling, 
but his nature was so unlike hers, that he could 
not fathom her deep grief, or appreciate her un¬ 
dying love for her children. At first he was 
rather kinder, and at times spoke as he was 
wont to do, long ago. But this didn't last long; 
he soon became the same exacting, fault-firiding 
person as of old. One day in bis wife's life was 
like every other day—no change, no pleasant 
variation to break the weary monotony of her 
existence, which became so wholly absorbed in 
the remembrance of her bereavement, that her 
sinking health rapidly gave way. The brilliancy 
of her eyes, the hectic on either cheek, and the 
sharp, dry cough, -betokened the presence of the 
pitiless foe — consumption. Yet the husband 
seemed entirely unaware of all this, and so was 
quite unprepared to hear her feebly say, one 
morning, “that she felt unable to rise." He 
looked earnestly at her a moment, then, without 
speaking of his purpose, called in a neighbor, 
and went for medical aid. 

It was too late. She never left her room from 
that day, and in less than three months was laid 
beside her loved ones in Mount Anburn. In the 
judgment of the public, she died of hereditary 
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consumption; in that of the neighbors, “she 
was worked to death/ 1 to use the precise term 
they employed; but, reader, she went down to 
the grave with a broken heart, induced by a sel¬ 
fish, fault-finding, unloving husband. 

Mr. Lather mourned his wife very much as 
one regrets the loss of a good horse, or a favor¬ 
ite servant—be missed her services; very soon 
discovering that a housekeeper but poorly sup¬ 
plied her plaoe. Badly cooked meat, unpalat¬ 
able pastry, sloppy tea, and heavy bread, he was 
not accustomed to see upon his table. He scold¬ 
ed, but to no other purpose than to get wry 
looks and worse meals. Feeling suspicion that 
there was nothing like a wife, after all, he looked 
about for some one to take upon themselves the 
honor and responsibility incident to that statioti. 
Bnt he was particularly unlucky; those he want¬ 
ed said “No,” emphatically, and those who 
wanted him were scarce, and not to his mind. 
Besides, eligible unmarried ladies said that the 
first Mrs. Lnther seldom looked cheerful and 
happy, and that was a “ bad sign.” 

But the ambitious widower did not despair. 
He took a journey somewhere, and returned, 
after a three weeks 1 absence, with a youngish, 
good-looking lady, whom he introduced as his 
wife. He found her in a curious way. This is 
the circumstance: Casually entering a court¬ 
house, where a divorce suit was pending, a fe¬ 
male, sitting in front, attracted his attention, or, 
as the saying is, “ took his eye.” Upon inquiry 
he ascertained that she was the party praying for 
a separation from her liege lord, who seemingly 
cared very little for the result, for he sat near, 
coolly reading a newspaper, or talking care¬ 
lessly with a friend. 

To be brief, Mr. Lmher became interested in 
the case, and in the woman ; and upon hearing 
the ingenious pleadings of the counsel for the 
fair complainant, soon came to believe that she 
was a very much Aggrieved individual; for, be 
it remembered, Mr. Luther had a great store of 
sympathy for other people’s wives, although it 
has been shown that he had little for the late 
Mrs. Luther. The complainant gained her suit, 
and our gentleman soon after managed to gain 
an introduction, and finally gained her, which 
ultimately proved no great gain on either side. 

The new wife turned out to be an indolent, 
sullen, beady sort of a woman, altogether dif¬ 
ferent from her predecessor. She liked going 
to bed early and getting up late, insisted upon 
having a cook and waiting girl, and required 
much attention; thought of her own comfort 
•only, was a deal above sewing on buttons and 
. ending hose. She was willing to make just 


effort enough to take care of her own wardrobe, 
and appear on fashionable promenades on pleas¬ 
ant days. Mr. Luther endeavored to exert his 
authority, and make the new Mrs. Luther tread 
in the footsteps of the departed; but to no pur¬ 
pose. It was diamond cut diamond. She met 
him on his own ground, was as heartless, as self¬ 
ish as he. The latter had consulted his own 
comfort all his life-time—she had done the 
same; the one meant to continue in so doing— 
so did the other. If he was obstinate, so, was 
she; if he got angry, she flew into a passion. 
If Mr. Luther threatened, Mrs. Lather threat¬ 
ened also, and so things went on, matters set¬ 
tling down into a state of generally understood 
antagonism; while sullen looks (if not recrimi¬ 
nating words) became the order. Everything 
went wrong in the kitchen, in his estimation. 
There was a shameful waste of provision, and a 
lack of skill and neatness in that department; 
but if be ventured to remonstrate, he was as¬ 
sailed by the united powers of cook, wife and 
chambermaid, who called him a meddler, an un¬ 
dignified pryer into affairs that belonged exclu¬ 
sively to women, with numerous reproachful 
and contemptuous epithets, which usually forced 
him to retreat to his own ground. 

He grew thoughtful and absent-minded. The 
neighbors said he was thinking of his deceased 
wife, and the demon of remorse had gotten hold 
of him. He was actually seen to look at Mrs. 
Luther’s grave and sigh. He had discovered 
the difference between a faithful, meek, uncom¬ 
plaining companion, who gave herself soul and 
body a sacrifice to his selfishness, and one ex¬ 
actly the reverse. He began to experience the 
compunctions of conscience, which ought to 
have been felt before; and if he saw his own 
character in but half of its moral deformity, he 
was certainly an unhappy man. He lost his 
brusque and confident manner, became thin in 
flesh, had restless nights, and saw the pale, un¬ 
complaining face of the first Mrs. Luther ever 
before him. He received no sympathy from 
friends—they knew the internal monitor was 
dealing justly with the man, and that no remorse 
was too acute for him who abuses the goodness 
and devotion of a long-suffering, patient wife. 


The green book of nature is fragrant with in¬ 
numerable odors, and jubilant with myriad melo¬ 
dies. Every leaf of it is impressed with the 
power and beneficence of God. To the discern¬ 
ing, it has perpetual lessons of health, wisdom, 
love, beauty and inspiration. 8tudy it, whoever 
thou art, whose lot is cast where its verdure and 
blossom unfold under the breath erf summer. 




A LONDON FOG. 
bt wAi/rsa vosmcx. 


In traveller who has never visited London 
about the month of December, cannot picture to 
himself a genuine and complete fbg in this city, 
or imagine the tribulationi, the looses and the 
dangers to which the imprudent man exposes 
himself if he attempts to go out on such a day. 
But, before going out, the stranger suffers more 
than one anxiety; the noises in the house and 
m the street warn him that it is day, and he sees 
no day. 

He seizes his watch and listens; it goes; bat 
unable to consult the heads, he strikes it. 

“Nine o'clock V* exclaims he, in despair; 
“am I then blind!” 

He rubs his eyes, runs to the window, casts 

towards the stmt a frightened glance, which 
falls upon thick darkness, and believes himself 
indeed, deprived of the most precious of all the 
senses. He rings violently; a servant comes; 
but at the moment of his entrance, the candle 
which he bolds in his hand is extinguished. 


i 






“ What does the gentleman want V* exclaims 
he, void the darkness. 

“A physician l a physician! an oculist I—the 
hast oculist 1 Quick t quickly ran 1 Here is a 
half guinea for you.” 

And shivering with cold, the poor man throws 
himself despairingly into bed, waiting two hours 
I for the physician, whom the fog arrests, like 
i everybody else, in his dubious journey. Imag- 
: ine the sensations of the supposed blind man 
during these two hours. 

The physician arrives* 

“ Sir, save my sight, and half of my fortune—” 

He doea not finish, struck at once by a gleam 
of joy and of light. By the light of the lamp, 
borne by the servant, he sees the servant; he 
sees the physician; he sees himself 1 His blind¬ 
ness was but a dream—a nightmare. 

But the physician does not admit this expla¬ 
nation ; he has paid a visit; he taxes at two 
guineas the hallucination of the patient, explain¬ 
ing to him the cause, which is no other, he Bays, 
than the fog—the fog which, two or three times 
a year, makes London resemble the ancient king¬ 
dom of shadows. 
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44 A fog i” exclaims the stranger; “ but, sir, 
it is night, the darkest night. How long does 
this last 

“ One day, at least; often two; and sometimes 
move/' replies the phlegmatic doctor. 

44 Ah I 1 will/ leave this instant/' says the 
stranger; ** I will quit forever a country which 
the sun himself abandons." 

“Ah, sir, stop I" says the Esculapius, with a 
jesting air; “a few moments of anxiety, and 
the visit of a physician, are your slender tributes 
to a London fog. Thank Heaven that yon are 
let off so cheaply. If yon had, by misfortune, 
left the hotel this morning, hear what would 
have happened to yon: 

“ To walk at this time in the English capital, 
is absolutely to plunge yourself into a soup of 
yellow peas, ready to be placed over the fire; 
for the fog, in taking away your respiration, of¬ 
fers yon, in return, at once a kind of food and 
drink. 

A poor nourishment for asthmatics I On 
one side of the street a fit of coughing, issuing 
from some aged breast, responds to a similar fit 
which resounds from the other side. So that if 
yon cannot *** the passengers, yon have the sat* 
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isfactum of hearing them scold about their at* 
mospheric breakfast. 

“ Breakfast, did I say ? The dinner, tea and 
supper are of the same sort. Ton cannot open 
your mouth without swallowing a throat-full of 
fog; and as all day—if one may call this a day 
—you are obliged to have lights, you consume, 
by the fog, a notable quantity of gas, oR, or tal¬ 
low-smoke. These poor lights, themselves sub¬ 
missive to the scourge, give but a dubious, red¬ 
dish and gloomy ray. They are, like yourself, 
cold, and illuminate only the least possible 
space. 

“ The entire city appears covered with a va¬ 
porous tent, beneath which one hears the con¬ 
fused noise of invisible beings. Yon think that 
all the smoke which, during twenty years, has 
escaped from the fifteen hundred thousand chim¬ 
neys of London, is falling at the same instant 
from the clouds, after having become corrupted 
there. 

“The odor which it sheds, not only makes 
you cough, but it seems as if ail the colds in the 
world had given each other a rendezvous in your 
head, to lodge there. You breathe much like a 
whale, caught between moving sands and the 
•keel of a seventy-four; and three persons, con¬ 
versing in a street, make a noise like the bel¬ 
lows of a forge which has a rent in its side. 

“So much for the lungs," said the doctor. 
“ To-morrow I shall have, with all my London 
brethren, some hundreds of invalids to attend. 
As for surgeons, they will not the less be needed 
to mend the broken limbs and heads of this 
cloudy day. 

“ You walk with the greatest caution, groping 
* your way along the walls, by the doors, the win¬ 
dows, everything you can seize, and at last fall 
into a cellar, on the shoulders of a shoemaker, 
who makes his dwelling there; fortunate if, at 
the moment of your fall, his awl is not pointed 
upward. You may fall again, head-foremost, 
into the subterranean shop of a coal-merchant, 
overturn the mistress of the place on her scales, 
and receive from the rude hand of her husband 
a salutation which will leave you as black as his 
merchandize. 

“ You flee. Alas 1 you run against the iron 
pot of a milkman, the overturned contents of 
which render still more slippery the pavement 
which the fog has made so muddy. The irri¬ 
tated man seizes you by the collar; but, warmed 
by your misadventures, you give him a push 
which sends him into a basement kitchen, to 
break some dozens of plates, or the head of the 
cook. 

“ To escape the consequence of this catastro¬ 


phe, you run at random, and directly before you, 
until the moment when an enormously fat gen¬ 
tleman stops yon short. So violent is the shock 
that yon roll into the gutter, and the large man 
into a shop, the door of which his weight has 
broken open. A new flight to avoid a new af¬ 
fair ; and you thank Heaven, mnddy as you are, 
that yon did not fall three paces farther on, 
where an immense drain opens its gaping month, 
which would have engulfed you, its tenth or 
twelfth victim since morning. 

“ But as you raise your eyes to heaven—which 
you do not see—you set one foot in a pile of 
quicklime, and the heat you foel in this foot 
warns you not to put the other m it. You 
turn round a certain corner, which seems to you 
the entrance yard, where you can clean 
yonrself a little; bnt yon strike your head 
against a backet suspended to the wall, and full 
of whitewash ; the thick liquid inundates you, 
and you are like a phantom in its white shroud. 
Before you recover your identity, you find your¬ 
self face to face with a chimney-sweep, laden 
with a bag of soot, half untied, the contents of 
which are partly emptied on you; so that, on 
one side you would be taken for an old chimney, 
and on the other for a newly-painted building. 

“ Some charitable person, on seeing you thus, 
lends you a dozen napkins and a bucket of wa¬ 
ter, to purify you from so many stains. This 
done, you again set out, and become prudent to 
excess, scarcely daring to put one foot before the 
other. You arrive, groping, at the stall of a 
fishmonger, with your arms extended Like a 
blind man. All at once yon utter a piercing cry, 
thinking one of yonr hands caught in a vice. A 
great black and live lobster has seized you and 
clings to your fingers, as a Shipwrecked man to 
the plank of safety. The fishmonger seeing you 
take flight, runs after you, shouting, ‘ Stop thief!’ 
It is fortunate for you that in his race he tumbles 
into a tar-barrel placed at the door of his neigh¬ 
bor the grocer. The monster which has tortured 
you has, by dint of being struck by you against 
the wall, at last let go his hold, and you go ou 
your way groaning, uneasy at what may yet 
happen to yon. 

“ I do not speak of the shocks, jars and pushes 
which you receive from errand-boys carrying bur¬ 
dens, merchants of cresses, oranges and matches 
—all this is nothing compared with the rest. 
Jostling, jostled, overturning, overturned, you 
confess that the chances are equal for you or 
against you; unless sometimes the passengers 
insinuate their umbrellas into your month, and, 
having forgotten your own, yon cannot retaliate 
unless, mistaking a dimly-lighted shop for. a 



A LONDON .900. 


18 


street corner, you thrust your head through a 
shattered pane. Nothing then remains bat to 
withdraw it (your head) as gently as possible, 
and go on your way as if nothing had happened. 
Tea are sure that the shopkeeper will seise by 
the collar the first passenger who comes after 
too, to charge him for the damaged pane. The 
passenger pays, though innocent, for, like your¬ 
self, he might hare broken this window. 

“If is useless to mention two or three dozen 
dogs running about in search of their masters, 
and who have overturned you in your race. As 
for your watch, you had not gone fifty paces 
from your house, when it was, at a hundred paces 
from your pocket, in the hands of a pickpocket 
as strong as Bobert Boudin. After twenty ques¬ 
tions to the passengers, who reply to you by 
twenty others, exhausted with fatigue and cold, 
you perceive a tavern and enter it. But you 
know no more than an inhabitant of the moon, in 
what part of London you are. 

“ Installed in a gloomy and damp parlor, a 
disorder of the spleen seizes yon after the disor¬ 
der of the fog. Yon ask if one of those hooks, 
used to suspend hats, coaid not suspend the 
weight of yoar body; you try with a coo- 
rolsive gesture, the strength of the bell-ropes; 
you glance with gloomy and sinister eye around 
tiie room, astonished at not seeing there thirty 
unfortunates hung in despair in such a day. 
In order to escape these lugubrious ideas, you 
light a cigar, and calculate the number of glasses 
of grog necessary to throw you into a slumber 
or oblivion. But, at the fifth glass, summoning 
all your philosophy, you decide to enter an om¬ 
nibus, if there is a driver bold enough to ven¬ 
ture into the street in such weather. 

“ You wait for one at the door, summoning, 
instead of an omnibus, a dozen coal-carts* The 
desired vehicle arrives at last at a snail's pace ; 
yon jump in and crouch in one corner, unseen 
by your tailor, provided with a bill of fifty 
crowns to your address, which is, at least, one 
compensation for so many evils. You are about 
to congratulate yourself that all danger is pass¬ 
ed, when a bewildered cab-horse thrusting his 
head through the window of the omnibus, places 
his warm and smoking nose on your face, and 
thereupon oaths are exchanged between the two 
driven, he, of the cab, wishing to the omnibus 
bones a disease like that of his own hone. At 
these words you shudder at the embrace you 
have just received, and for a week believe your¬ 
self a prey to the equine malady. 

“ Whither is the omnibus going 1 Little do . 
you cars; to be sheltered is ell you desire. But 
great is your anger when the omnibus* after * t 


journey of ten minutes, stops, arrived at the 
terminus of its route. It took you up at Bridge- 
court, and leaves yon at Cross Keys, which is 
three miles from yonr lodgings! Here are 
twelve pence thrown away, and new dangers to 
be encountered. Yon have, nevertheless, some 
little pleasures. There, you see an old lady put 
her foot into a basket of eggs; here, a young 
lord stumbles into the shop of a librarian, in the 
middle of a row of richly bound books. 

“ On sack a day a man who is milking his 
cow at his door, is obliged to hold her by the 
tail with one hand, for fear of losing sight of 
her; and the butcher, who is carrying roasting 
pieces of beef to his customers, finds three or 
four missing from his basket* which abridges his 
calls, and alsoihe dinner of three or four clients. 
But the said roasting-pieces are found safe and 
sound on the tables of skilful marauders from 
St. Giles, or Rosemary Lane, the quarters of the 
dishonest poor. 

“ If the fog happens on the day of the cattle- 
market at Smithfield, the traps of the good ‘peo¬ 
ple in the neighborhood are all open, and more 
than one stray sheep fklls into them. On a fog¬ 
gy day the laws o jptics are reversed. Through 
a sort of mirage, objects assume gigantic pro¬ 
portions ; a dog has the appearance of an ele¬ 
phant, a gas-pillar that of a pyramid; houses 
acquire strange perspectives, the length of streets 
becomes a mystery, and their names, hieroglyph¬ 
ics lost in the night of time. 

“ For a genuine Londoner, the thickest De¬ 
cember fog is an ordinary filing; he lights up 
his shop at eight o’clock in the morning, without 
more ceremony than a it eight in the evening. 
But to the traveller, the stranger, it seems some¬ 
thing horrible—this capital enveloped in an ob¬ 
scurity, which is neither day nor night, and 
against whieh thousands of gas-lights contend 
in vain. The multitude of torches, home and 
waved by the passengers, add to this fantastic 
and prodigious scene. These smoky and som¬ 
bre gleams, reflected on the faces of the inhabi¬ 
tants, present the image of an infernal city, 
where everything burns without consuming. 

“ On the Thames, where the fog is most dense, 
the accidents are most numerous; boats run into 
each other, or are crushed in passing through the 
arches. From the top of a bridge, you cannot 
see the boat which passes beneath; so most of 
the steamboats suspend their trips, the pilot, who 
holds the helm, being unable to distinguish even 
the brow of his boat." 

After these confidences o the doctor, die trav¬ 
eller baa nothing better to do than to return to 
bed, until tke sun sh&U have dispelled the fog. 
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Mb. David Massivgbb was quite a wealthy 
merchant in a large and thriving inland town. 
He was a man just turned upon the last half 
century of his life, and among those who knew 
him best, he had the reputation of being a very 
honest man in trade, but at the same time very 
close and exacting. Those who did not know 
him so well, were wont to say that he was not 
always honest. But David Massinger toss hon¬ 
est, as the world goes; that is, he would never 
do an act of which the law could take cognisance. 
Beyond this, the least said about the merchant's 
honesty the better, for there were many people 
that had traded with him, who had sincerely be¬ 
lieved that they had made the poorest end of the 
bargain, and some of them even asserted that 
David Massinger had nsed very unfair means in 
the transactions. And these men who had said 
this, were men of veracity—men whose words 
were “ as good as sworn bonds " at any time—a 
circumstance which was very unfortunate for 
the merchant, seeing that he wished to retain 
the good opinion of all the citizens. Bat then' 
Mr. Massinger was a church-member—a regular 
communicant, and a professor ; and no man in 
the town made mor^ show of his religion, or 






' made louder and longer prayers. Every one 
: knew how much religion he professed, for ha 
made the matter very public. 

Mr. Massinger employed two clerks in his 
store, and they were both of them about the 
same ago. John London had been with the 
merchant the longest, having been a member 
of the family nearly ten years* He was a young 
man, now some three-and-twenty years of age, 
and he professed the same religion as did his 
master. In fact he belonged to the same church, 
and partook at the same communion table. He 
had takes great pains to copy after his employ¬ 
er, and thus be had been enabled to hide the 
real points of his character. If be hadorightaDy 
any bad traits, they might have possibly been 
eradicated under proper treatment, but in at¬ 
tempting to follow after the example of David 
Massinger, be bad learned only to conceal and 
assume; so he talked as much religion as did his 
master, and could pray almost as fluent and 
as long. 

The other clerk was one Henry Hooper, the 
child of a worthy mother, and whose father had 
been dead many years. He was a very intelli¬ 
gent, active, enterprising young man, and Mr. 
Massinger kept him in his employ, at a fair sal¬ 
ary, because people loved to trade with him, and 
because he was really a very trust w o rthy and 
faithful young man. Tet the merchant had 
never been able to see that young Hooper had 
any religion. He did see that the young clerk 
was kind, steady, industrious, and strictly mor¬ 
al, and every body seemed to love him, but he 
had not been able to detect any signs of what he 


thought to be religion. 


* David Massinger also had a daughter,^-* 
bright-eyed, laughter-loving, joyous girl of nine* 
teen. Her son! was big with all that H kind 
and good, and her heart was made for pesos 
and love and good will. She was often In the 
store, and she often saw Henry Hooper both at 
the store and at her father's boose. She often 
spoke with him. The first time she spoke with 
him alone, she trembled, and her eyes instinc¬ 
tively fell to the floor. The next time she met 
him in social converse, the color of her cheek 
was brightened, and her lips trembled while she 
spoke. After this, AdeHa Massinger became 
acquainted with Henry's widowed mother, and 
she need to go them to her house to visit her, 
and often she would meet the son there. 

Two such hearts could net long commune to¬ 
gether without mingling Into one. Those hearts 
did fall into the crucible of love, and they were 
jnetad together. The seal of affection was set; 
and the word was spoken. They not only loved. 
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but each to the other had confessed the love,and 
happiness came to bless them. 

“Ad e lia , ” said the stern father, as he sat alone 
with his daughter one evening, “I have a ques¬ 
tion to ask you, and I wish that yon should an¬ 
swer it truly. Do yon not love Henry Hooper? 11 

The maiden was startled at first, not alone by 
the question, but mostly by the manner in which 
it ^as asked. Bat she answered distinctly in 
the affirmative. 

“ Has he ever spoken to yon about his love 1” 
continued the father, with a cloud upon his 
brow. 

“ Yes, father, he has.” 

“And what was yonr answer ?" 

“ That I loved him in return, and most tru¬ 
ly unhesitatingly replied the noble girl. 

The old man bent down his head, and laid his 
hands firmly upon his knees. 

“Addia," he at length said, “ yon have done 
very wrong. Ido not think that Henry Hooper 

can make yon a proper husband- Stop— 

you need not speak. I know what yon would 
say. I had hoped that your choice would have 
fallen upon John Lowdon." 

The fair ^rl shuddered as though she had 
seat a snake when she heard this, and without 
Aar, she replied: 

“Is it possible that yon have allowed yourself 
to think that I could love John Lowdon ?" 

"And may I presume to ask why yon should 
not love him ?" 

“ Simply because there is nothing about him 
that is worthy of my love." 

“ What V 9 echoed the parent, in astonishment. 
“ Nothing about him worthy of your love ? Is 
he not one of the most active members of oar 
church ? and does he not maintain a religions 
character among all who know him V 9 

“ That may all be, bat where is his religion ? 
Ah, father, I fear it is an outside show. In 
his heart he has none of it at all. He wean his 
profession about him as a cloak; and it serves to 
hide from the world a soul that is lone and 
loveless." 

“Girl!” 

"I speak the troth, father. Only last week a 
poor starving woman begged of John Lowdon a 
few pennies with which to buy bread. He knew 
that woman well. It was the miserable widow 
whose sick husband died a month since near the 
pond, and has since been sick herself. She beg¬ 
ged of John Lowdon the means of sustaining 
life, and he repulsed her with a sneer. Was 
that the part of a Christian ? Bat the woman 
found succor. Her next supplication waa to 
Henry Hooper. He gave her his arm for sup 


port, and conducted her to his own house, and 
there he fed and clothed her, and there she yet 
remains. O, God shall judge the heart, and his 
infinite eye shall see the hollowness of such pro¬ 
fessors. How shall they feel when they hear Chrial 
Jesus say, ‘Inasmuch as ye have done it unto 
the leaat of one of these, have ye done it unto 
me V 99 

“Adelia, go to yonr room. I wiU speak 
again on this subject." 

The maiden left the room, and the merchant 
waa left alone. He had also repulsed the poor 
woman of whom his ohild had spoken. To him 
she had applied for succor, and he had turned 
her empty away. He knew that she was worthy 
and suffering, and yet out of his bounty had he 
refused even the two mites that the poor widow 
gave. He could not hut reflect upon the cir¬ 
cumstance, and the more he reflected, the more 
uncomfortable he became, so he stopped think¬ 
ing and took np his evening's newspaper, and 
commenced reading the report of the stock- 
market. 


On the next morning Mr. Massinger called 
Henry Hooper into his counting-room. 

“ Henry," he said, with a very solemn look 
and tone, “ I wish to ask you a few very impor¬ 
tant questions. In the first place I wish to know 
what is the state of yonr mind upon the subject 
of religion." 

The young man looked first surprised, and 
then pained, and a very close observer could have 
discovered a carl of just contempt about the 
corners of his month and upon his lips. 

“Mr. Massinger," said Henry, somewhat 
proudly, but yet sincerely and respectfully, “ my 
religion is not a thing to be talked about/ It 
lies between myself and my God. If yon have 
not seen it, then I can tell yon nothing of it." 

The merchant was considerably perplexed by 
this answer. It was a sort of new idea to him. 

“ Do yon attend church, regularly 1" he at 
length asked. 

“ Of course I do," Henry replied. 

“And why V 9 

“ Because I love to. Because I enjoy the 
religious exercises." 

“ What meeting do you attend, principally V 9 

“Always at Mr. B.'s." 

“ What! Do yon believe in that doctrine V 9 

“Ido" 

‘'And do yon consider yourself safe in each a 
course V 9 

“ Safe from what?" 

“ The wrath of Sfod." 

“ That, sir, is a subject upon which I never 
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think. I simply obey God's laws as I under¬ 
stand them; I take Christ for my guide, and the 
nearer I can approach to the standard of life 
which my Saviour lived, die more joyous and 
happy I feel. I can only hope to love my God 
and my Saviour, to love my fellow-men, and to 
do unto others as I would that others should do 
unto me. The rest I leave with my God, sin¬ 
cerely trusting that he will not forsake me in my 
infirmity.” 

“ Henry Hooper,” resumed die merchant, after 
some moments of conflicting thought, “ you 
have made an avowal of love to my daughter.” 

“ Yes, sir, I have,” the youth returned, with 
considerable emotion. 

“ Then let me tell yon what I will do. The 
girl loves you, and I wonld not see her unhappy. 
Join my chnrch and attend meeting with me, 
and she shall be yours. Yon may think of 
this, and give me an answer at your leisure.” 

“ I shall need no dme, sir, to entertain such a 
proposition,” quickly answered Henry, with a 
flushed cheek, and a burning eye. “ I cannot 
listen to such a thought for a moment.” 

“ Then you refuse ?” 

“ Yes, sir. I do refuse to sell my soul for 
any barter. My religion, sir, is my highest 
source of earthly joy, and if ever I take to my 
bosom a wife, the presence and operation of that 
religion shall be the very anchor of my domes¬ 
tic joy. No sir. Were I to sell my religion 
for a wife, then I should have no soul worth a 
wife's possessing.” 

“ Very well,” uttered the merchant, with an 
ineffectual attempt to appear calm. “ You have 
given me your answer, and now you shall have 
mine. Adelia Massinger shall not be your 
wife. Remember that, and govern yourself ac¬ 
cordingly. That will do, sir. You can go about 
your work.” 

Henry left the counting-room with a bowed 
head and a trembling lip. But he remembered 
Adelia's love, and he remembered, too, how 
nearly the religion of her soul agreed with his 
own. She was of age, and free to do her own 
will, and in his soul he knew that even her fa¬ 
ther had no earthly right to blight and crush her 
hopes and joys forever. 


“Adelia, Henry Hooper can never be your 
husband.” 

The maiden looked np into her father's face, 
and an ashy pallor overspread her features. Bat 
the color soon came again, and in a trembling 
tone she asked: 

“ Why not, father f” 

“ No matter why. It is my will.” 


“But I have a right to know the reason for 
yonr decision.'' 

“ I have reason enough. A child of mine 
shall not marry with an Infidel!” 

“An Infidel? What do you mean?” ex¬ 
claimed the girl, perfectly astounded. “ Henry 
Hooper is not an Infidel.” 

“ He is just the same to me. He has no fear 
of God's power at all.” 

“ Perhaps you misunderstand him," returned 
Adelia, feeling strong in the work of defending 
her lover. “ He does not stand in any dread of 
God, and why should he ? He does what he be¬ 
lieves to be right. He obeys God's laws, and be 
finds them pleasant and easy. He loves his God 
instead of dreading him.” 

“ Girl, beware! Look out that you do not 
break my heart by losing yonr own soul upon 
the same subtle quicksand of infidelity.” 

“ I will answer for my soul, and as far as 
your heart is concerned—if you can thus calmly 
consign me to lasting misery, I do not think it 
will easily break. I love Henry with my whole 
soul.” 

“ But he shall not be your husband, neverthe¬ 
less. I am determined—” 

“ Stop ” interrupted the fair girl, with a quick, 
decided manner. “ Do not say too much, for I 
shall choose peace rather than misery, and if I 
cannot find it beneath your roof, I shall—” 

She hesitated in her speech, for she remem¬ 
bered that she was speaking to her parent. She 
had been urged on by her warm love and im¬ 
pulsive instinct to resist wrong; but she would 
not willingly say too much to her father. 

“ Go on,” said the merchant, with a look and 
tone of contempt. 

“ No, father, I will say no more. But I hope 
you will not blast my every hope of happiness 
here on earth.” 

As she spoke this, she bowed her bead and 
burst into tears. Her parent chose to say no 
more at that time, and the subject was dropped. 

Adelia knew that it was the settled plan of 
her father that she should marry with John Low- 
don, but she had made up her mind that she 
would never do such a thing. Further than this 
she wanted time to reflect 


One morning about a week subsequent to the 
interviews just recorded, Mr. Massinger discov¬ 
ered that he had been robbed of five hundred 
dollars. He hastened to his ledger and found 
that all was right there, but yet the money was 
gone from the safe. He called John Lowdon 
one side, and told him of the circumstance. The 
confidential clerk was astounded, or, at least, he 
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pretended to be, and he wondered how such a 
ram could have been taken without detection, 
as the safe was beneath the desk in the counting- 
room, and always kept locked save when some¬ 
thing was to be taken out or returned by those 
who had legal access to it. 

“ Bat it may have been taken by some one 
who has legal access to it,” suggested the 
merchant. 

Lowdon gazed down npon the floor for a mo¬ 
ment, and then he said, while a peculiar ex¬ 
pression appeared in his eye : 

“ So do I think it was. You must not think 
hard of me, air, if I speak my mind freely.” 

“ Of coarse not. Go on,” said Mr. Massin¬ 
ger, his countenance brightening, as he spoke. 

49 Not now,” resumed the clerk, after he had 
apparently reflected for a moment. “ I will not 
speak my suspicions at present, bat we will 
wait. I may gain some further light.” 

“ Bat have you grounds for any suspicions 1” 

“ O yes, the best of grounds.” 

“ Then let me have them.” 

44 Not now. I would rather wait.” 

“ But it is my command that yon speak now.” 

“ Then I cannot refuse, sir, though it will 
pain me to speak what I fear is the truth; Ah, 
my good master, I would rather hush this mat¬ 
ter up—only justice demands that the truth 
should be known. I fear that Henry Hooper is 
the guilty person.” 

“ Justmymind,exactly,” uttered the merchant, 
wish a sort of exultant look. “ But now what 
grounds have yon?” 

44 I hare seen Henry have large sums of money 
latdj.” 

“ Bat this mast have been all taken within a 
very few days.” 

“ Yes, but listen. Night before last I saw 
Henry enter die drinking and gambling saloon 
mi die lower end of this street, and I was told by 
one in whose veracity I have the fullest confi¬ 
dence that he was up in the secret chamber at 
the gaming table!” 

“ Is it possible ?” exclaimed the merchant, in 
pure astonishment; for with all his fears respect¬ 
ing the young man, he was not prepared for this. 

“ It is not only possible, sir, bat it is true. 
I know Henry was at the gaming table night 
before last, and he was there very late, too. And 
I can tell yon more. He was seen staggering 
through the streets with a dninken companion.” 

“ This you are sore is true, John V 9 

44 1 can prove it, sir. Though I should trust 
Amt my word would be sufficient. I had meant 
never to have revealed this, and I should not 
have done so bat for present circumstances.” 


u Of course I do not doubt you, John. Only 
the news was so astounding. But I might have 
expected it. Keep this to yourself for the pres¬ 
ent. We will watch him and see that he dees 
not spend the money.” 

“ If he has not already gambled it away,” sug¬ 
gested Lowdon. 

“ I will go at once and see the keeper of this 
saloon,” said Massinger, with a groan ; for the 
idea of losing his money came more heavily 
npon him than did the thought of Henry’s sin. 

“ 0 that would be of no use,” quickly return¬ 
ed Lowdon,—“no use in the world, for those 
gamblers are under the most solemn oaths to 
keep each other’s secrets. Yon could gain noth¬ 
ing from them, bat they would rather deny the 
whole.” 

“ Very well,” resumed the merchant, after a 
thoughtful pause. “ Then let ns watch him 
narrowly, and something may turn up to convict 
him. Keep your eye upon him, and mark all 
Ms movements ; and watch him too as he goes 
to dinner; and this afternoon we will send an 
officer to search his trunks at bis dwelling.” 

At that moment there was a quick movement 
just outside the door of the counting-room. Mr. 
Massinger heard it, and he opened the door and 
looked out. His daughter stood at some dis¬ 
tance looking at some silks which lay upon the 
counter. 

“Adelia, where have you been ?” he sternly 
asked. 

“ Down to Mrs. Russell’s to see about my new 
dress, and I want some more trimming for it,” 
she replied. 

“ Have you heard what we have been talking 
about V 9 

44 Who!” 

“ John and myself.” 

“ I have just come here, sir.” 

“ Very well—-wait a moment, and I will get 
what you want.” 

Adelia had just come there, but still she de- 
’ ceived her father, for she had in reality heard 
nearly all that they bad said. 

Mr. Massinger and John went abont their 
business as though nothing had happened, save 
that they both watched the movements of Henry 
Hooper with more than common interest—the 
former regarding him eagerly and suspiciously, 
while the latter looked at him askance, and seem¬ 
ed nervous and uneasy. Once or twice Henry 
noticed the look of his employer, but he gate it 
to another cause. He noticed also the furtive 
glances of Lowdon, and these, he thought, were 
the result of jealousy. He little dreamed of the 
plot that was being hateked up against him. 



18 


THE RIVAL CLERKS. 


At ot eftrly hoar that evening, Mr. Massinger 
went to the house of a justice to have a warrant 
issued for the apprehension of Henry Hooper, 
bat the justice was not at home, and he called 
on the constable, whom he found readily. The 
oonstaUe promised that he would see the whole 
business attended to that night, and with tins as¬ 
surance the merchant vent home. He at first 
intended to speak to his daughter on the subject 
of Hooper's crime, but after some reflection, he 
concluded to wait until the business was all 
settled. 

The evening was pretty well advanced. Mr. 
Massinger was sitting at his table trying to read, 
Adelia was upon the sofa pretending to be 
working a bead parse, but a mere casual observ¬ 
er could have seen that she took no stitches,— 
her hand trembled too much for that Johu Low* 
don sat opposite to his employer, and was look¬ 
ing at the pictures in a new book. 

Just as the clock struck nine, the door-bell 
rang, and Adelia started to answer the call. She 
hastened to the door, and when she returned she 
was followed by two men. 

“Ah, Mr. Sanderson/' uttered the merchant, 
starting to his feet, “ yen have done the business, 
then?" 

“ You see I have brought the youth of whom 
you spoke," returned Mr. Sanderson, who was 
the constable upon whom Massinger had called. 

“ Yes, Mr. Massinger," added Henry Hooper, 
stepping quickly forward, his face flashed, and 
his eyes sparkling, “I have come. Ihavejnst 
learned, sir, what a crime you have tried to fas¬ 
ten upon me. 0 God, foigive you for the in¬ 
justice. I did not dream that you would thus 
try to ruin me." 

“ I would not ruin you, Henry," replied Mas¬ 
singer, considerably moved by the touching tone 
and manner of the youth. “ If there is any ruin, 
it is you who have ruined yourself. I have been 
robbed of five hundred dollars, and there are 
circumstances connected with your recent course 
which are very suspicious, to say the least. I 
do really hope you may make them all appear 
right." 

Now Mr. Massinger had some power of read¬ 
ing character from the human countenance, and 
he could not but own to himself that Henry's 
face was by no means an index to anything bad. 
His sympathy, too, had become most strangely 
moved in the young man's favor within the last 
two minutes. The very first glance of Henry's 
•yes, overflowing as they were with imploring 
and forgiveness, sent a thrill to his soul, and on 
the instant the hope came to him that the guilt 
might not rest where he had feared. 


“ 6top a moment," said die constable. “ Miss 
Massinger knows the most about this affair, and 
to save time and words, I hope she will explain 
it as she understands it” 

“ What! Adelia ? You know about this V 9 
uttered the merchant. 

“ Yes, father," said the m&iden, trembling. 

“But what? How?" 

“ I will tell you," replied the girl, gaining 
confidence. “ I did hear all that was said in the 
counting-room this morning, and I understood 
it all then, but I could not explain at that time. 
Mr. Lowdon told yon that Henry Hooper had 
had Considerable money lately. So he has. 
Sir. You pay him a good salary, and he wastes 
none of it. He also told you that Henry was in 
the gaming saloon, at the gaming table, and 
that late at night he was seen staggering home 
with a drunken companion." 

“ I did say so," stammered John Lowdon, 
who had turned very pale, “ and I can prove it 
ail, too." 

Upon the face of Henry Hooper there was a 
look of pity and contempt. He would have 
spoken, but Adelia interrupted him. 

“Ay," she continued, shaking her small white 
finger at John Lowdon, “you can prove it; but 
that is not all you can prove. You can prove 
that he went there to get away one of his peer 
schoolmates from that sink of iniquity. A poor 
youth, the only child of a widowed mother—had 
fallen into the path of evil, and Henry would 
save him. For that purpose he went to the 
gaming house. He found that the misguided 
man had gone to the hazard table, and thither be 
went after him, and after much persuasion be 
drew him away. The poor fellow was much in¬ 
toxicated, but yet Henry took him by the arot 
and led him home. All this I knew on the very 
next morning after it happened, and I had it 
from the lips of the widowed mother of the sin¬ 
ful youth. And you knew it, too. O, John Low¬ 
don, where do you expect forgiveness for such 
heartless sins ?" 

“ I did not know all yon have spoken,” said 
Lowdon, trembling more and more. 

“ You knew enough, at all events, to know 
that you were speaking the basest falsehood. 
Yon knew why Henry went to the gaming house, 
for Lyman Butler told you.” 

The false, base clerk would have stammered 
out some reply, but before he could do so, Mr. 
Massinger spoke to his suspected clerk. 

“Henry,” he said, “I am going to ask yen 
a question, and I shall now believe yon will an¬ 
swer no truly. Da not be offended. Did you 
take* au] of the money which I have lost V 9 
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"Mr. Mw«n#er,I did not,” wm the jotmg 

man’s ampk, honest reply. 

“ Hare yea any idea of where it went to 1” 

" That k a question I would rather be excus¬ 
ed fern answering, now," replied Henry, prompt¬ 
ly, hot yet modestly. 

“Very well—but you will answer at some 
lime 1" 

«I wiD.” 

"Then, Mr. Sanderson,” resumed the mer¬ 
chant, turning towards the officer, “ I withdraw 
my complaint, and you may at once set Mr. 
Hooper at liberty.” 

“ O, sir,” returned the -constable whh a smile, 
“he is perfectly free new. I hare had no writ 
yet for him.” 

“ Then how comes this 1” asked Massinger, 
in surprise. 

“ I came here for another purpose,” said San¬ 
derson. “ Toor money, sir, is safe.” 

“ Safe t” uttered the merchant, springing to' 
his feet. 

“ Safe. /” gasped John Lowdon, turning dead¬ 
ly pale, and sinking hack into his chair. 

“ Tes, and even here, yonr own daughter can 
make an explanation.” 

Massinger sat down again, and gazed inquir¬ 
er upon Adelia, and after some hesitation, 
ate said : 

“ Yea, father. I hare helped to find your 
money, and I will tell yon how.” 

At this moment, John Lowdon arose from his 
chair and approached die door. 

“ Stop, stop, my young friend,” said die of¬ 
ficer, moving quickly towards him. 

“But I am not weft. I will return in a few 
moments,” whispered the trembling man. 

u O, stop and hear His8 Massinger’s story, 
tod then, perhaps, yon can have company. Sit 
lown again, sir.” * 

Lowdon sat down, and AdeHa continued: 

“A few evenings since I was in at the house of 
Mrs. Justin, who, you know, was married only 
a few months since. She told me that her hue* 
baud was going to make a vent ure —he was go¬ 
ing to send ont part of a cargo of goods to Cal¬ 
ifornia ; and she also told me that John Low¬ 
don was going in with him. After this she re¬ 
membered that her husband had told her not to 
speak of Lowdon’s connexion with him in the 
business, as Lowdon was very anxious that the 
matter should be kept secret. I promised her 
that I would say nothing about it, unless there 
should be something wrong in it. I knew that 
John had no money to place in such a venture, 
atekwhea 1 learned t that yaa had lest fife hun¬ 
dred dollars, I ab enea suspetted ihe imrii. 


When I found that you talked of having Henry’s 
house searched, I went at once to Mr. Sander- 
so% and add him the whole story. He ean tell 
you the rest” 

“ Yes sir, and in a very few words," said the 
oonstaMe, as he saw that Mr. Massinger had 
looked towards him. “ I went at once to Mr. 
Jnstin and told him the story, and also that 
Lowdon was trying to fasten the crime upon 
Homy Hooper. He then confessed to me that 
John Lowdon gave him five hundred dollars last 
night, and he handed me the money just as he 
received it. Yon can examine it, sir, and see 
if yon recognise any of it.” 

An Sanderson spoke, he drew a roH of bills 
from his pocket and handed them to the 
merchant. The latter examined them all, and 
then, with a painful expression of eountenanoe, 
besaid: 

* There are mine—every one of them—die 
very ones I loot” 

“ Then yon know the thief.” 

Bat the old merchant made no reply. He 
only looked at John Lowdon,-and then he bowed 
his head. It was not pure grief thatmoved him. 
He was pained and' mortified, and in his own 
soul he felt hnnfetaL When he did speak, it 
was to his Other clerk: 

“ Henry,” he said, extending his band,“ for¬ 
give me for the injustice I have done you. We 
will speak of tbia again.” 

“ Now,” said Sanderson, arising and putting 
on his hat, and turaing towards Lowdon, “ yon 
may go out.” 

“O save me, save me I” gasped the base 
^ coward, cringing from the officer and trembling 
Eke an aspen. 

“ You must go tilth me now,” resumed the 
officer, “for I have a warrant, and I must serve 
it. There is no use of begging, for it wont do 
any gOOd. Come.” 

So John Lowdon ties led from the room, and 
after he wa* gone, AdeHa fell upon her father’s 
neck and wept, for the excitement had been Veo 
much for her. 

That night Mr. Massinger had plenty to think 
of, anddong aftei*he had gone to his bed did he 
He awake and pbnder wpon what had passed. He 
began to sen the mere profession of religion in 
amew light, for the foots of every day life which 
had so long escapedhis notice were now brought 
directly home to him, and wore forced upon his 
consideration. Perhaps he reflected some upon 
the state of his own heart, and if he did, he 
must have found-some thing* that did not speak 
TtrywsUfor hfo Vsl%toas focootives. 
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On the next morning Henry came to the store 
as usual, but he did not prepare for work. 
When Hr. Massinger came, the young man fol¬ 
lowed him into the conn ting-room, and having 
dosed the door he said: 

“ I have come this morning, Mr. Massinger, 
to ask for some settlement of the relation which 
has existed between ns that shall he mutually 
satisfactory. It mnBt be evident to yon, as it is 
to me, that we had better separate for the fu¬ 
ture. My habits do not suit yon, and while I 
accept of a situation which has been often ten¬ 
dered to me, yon can find some one of yonr own 
chnrch who will snityon better, and who will—” 

“Stop, stop, Henry/ 1 interrupted the mer¬ 
chant, with much emotion. “ Ton most not 
leave me. Let the past be forgotten, and for 
the future yon shall find no cause for complaint. 
I have been wrong—I freely admit it, for I have 
been brought to see it. I will own that I have 
been bigoted, but my bigotry has received a most 
severe rebake. I have spoken to you of reli¬ 
gions matters, and harshly, too, but I shall trou¬ 
ble you no more. I have thought much upon 
this subject during the last week, and I feel that 
creeds and dogmas do not make religion, any 
more than does church-membership and profes¬ 
sion. 1 cannot do without you, Henry. Name 
the salary I must pay you, and yoa shall have 
it—only stop with me,” 
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Henry looked down upon the floor and was 
silent He was deeply affected, for his employ¬ 
er had spoken feelingly and affectionately, and 
in a tone that warranted his sincerity. 

“ Say that yon will stay with me/’ resumed 
the merchant, laying his band upon the yonth’s 
shoulder. “If yon refuse me I shall hare no 
other recourse bat to send Adelia to plead with 
yon. She might accomplish what I could 
not” 

The young man started and raised his head. 
He could not mistake the meaning of those 
words. The tone and manner in which they 
were spoken told plainly what they meant. 

“ Will yon stay and be my right hand man 
and bosom friend ?” 

44 Yes —yes.” 

* * * * 


Henry Hooper did stay with Mr. Massinger, 
and in a few short months afterwards he led 
Adelia to the altar. He was happy, but he was 
not much happier than was the father of the 
blushing, joyous inride. He had now thrown off 
the last link of the chain that had bound his 
mind to bigotry and prejudice, and he had found 
that he was a better and happier man. He had 
learned that the religion which is of God is that 
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which can he Uwd and worked, and which men 
show in their every-day life and acts instead of 
in their Sunday prayers and loud professions. 

John Lowdon was not tried for the offence 
that he had committed. He acknowledged the 
crime, and so hard did he beg to be let off from 
the disgrace of trial and imprisonment, that Mr. 
Massinger withdrew the complaint, and the evil- 
disposed youth left the place and shipped on 
board an Indianan* 

The widow's son, he whom Henry led from 
the gaining house—went back no more to bis 
1 infamy, but following the advice and example 
of bis noble preserver and friend, he songht hon- 
I orable employment, and soon became the sup¬ 
port and joyful pride of his aged mother. 

- ■ ■ ■ < «»«— » 
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THE BROCADE SILK. 

BT MR$. B. K. ROBINSON. 

*• Dear me ! tt looks shockingly dujl and 
rusty! 1 wish I hadn't said I would try and 
make it do this spring/' sighed Mrs. Brewer, as 
she critically surveyed a well worn and some* 
what faded sOk dress which she was ripping 
apart. '* I did think turning and pressing would 
improre it, but I don’t believe it will pay for the 
trouble. After seeing those beautiful brocades 
at HalTa, I’m sure I’ve no heart to work over 
this old thing. The pattern is very unfashion¬ 
able, and I feel as though eveiybody was look¬ 
ing at me when I have it on.” 

The lady flung the pieces discontentedly upon 
the table, and looked quite unhappy; feeling, 
we fear, rather ungratcfnl for the former faithful 
services of the discarded material. 

" There's the bell again !” she exclaimed, as a 
loud summons echoed through the room. For 
reasons which Mrs. Brewer herself could hardly 
analyze, she was unwilling that a visitor should 
know the nature of her employment; so hastily 
gathering up the pieces she had so lately thrown 
aside, she hurried them into a closet near at hand. 

M I don’t feel in the mood for entertaining 
company. I do hope it isn’t Mrs. Follett,” she 
thought, hastening to the door. 

But it was Mrs. Follett—a tall, over-dressed 
lady, with an ungainly figure and exceedingly 
plain features, which she hoped to conceal by the 
richness of her clothing. In this instance she 
was attired in a neat brocade, which the dissat¬ 
isfied Mrs. Brewer was certain she had called 
expressly to show, but striving to repress all 
feelings of envy, she welcomed the lady as cor¬ 
dially as she could, and led the way to the sit¬ 
ting room. 

“ Have you done your spring shopping, Mrs. 
Brewer V* inquired Mrs. Follett, after a few com¬ 
mon-place remarks had been interchanged. 

44 Not yet; I have to wait for my dressmaker,” 
was the somewhat hesitating and not entirely 
truthful reply. 

44 That is unfortunate; but it’s a busy time 
now, and dressmakers are very much hurried. 
Miss Taylor—the one I employ—told me last 
night that she had seven silk dresses to cut and 
make in this neighborhood.” 

u Ah !” said Mrs. Brewer, in a tone as cheer¬ 
ful ms she could make it. 

44 Yes, it seems as though everybody was com¬ 
ing out fresh this spring in new goods. But it’s 
no great wonder, for Hall is selling plaids and 
brocades so astpnishingly cheap that his store is 
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thronged with customers/.’ added the visitor, al¬ 
lowing her cashmere to slip very gradually, off 
her shoulders—on accoun otf the heat, probably, 
though some folks might think the movement 
was intended to display the elegant embroidery 
she wore. 

“ I heard about his low sales,” rejoined Mrs. 
Brewer, heartily wishing that Mrs. Follett would 
talk about something else. 

"I cqncluded you had supplied yourself long 
ago, as you are usually one of the first to take 
advantage of good bargains,” continued the lat¬ 
ter, in a tone that evinced some curiosity to know 
if she intended to buy at all. 

Now Mrs. Brewer did not wish to he thought 
unable to purchase a new silk, like the rest of 
her neighbors; neither did she feel inclined to 
confess boldly that it would not be economy for 
her to do so, as her husband had just established 
himself in business, and needed every dollar he 
could command; so she made some evasive re¬ 
joinder, and tried to turn the conversation into 
another channel. But the attempt was abor¬ 
tive ; for Mrs. Follett happening to spy a piece 
of the ripped dress that Mrs. Brewer had uncon¬ 
sciously dropped ou the way to the closet, said: 

44 So you have been ripping an old silk to 
pieces, as well as myself. You remember I had 
my green one about the time you had that. 
Mine made my youngest girl quite a good dress, 
and I dare say that will make your Sarah a nice 
one. That piece looks very well—not any more 
faded than we should expect a thing to be which 
has been so long in wear. find my old silks 
very serviceable for yonng girls that are growing; 
they save buying new, and last about as long.” 

If Mrs. Follett had tried to say something ex¬ 
ceedingly disagreeable, she could not have made 
a remark better adapted to ensure the end in 
view. Mrs. Brewer blushed, seemed embarrass¬ 
ed, and murmured a few words about u getting 
ready for a dressmaker.” The unlucky frag¬ 
ment of silk had told the story she was so de¬ 
sirous of keeping to herself, and this so disturbed 
her, trifle though it was, that she could hardly 
appear natural during the remainder of the call, 
which she was glad was not protracted. 

“ A dress for Sarah!”—when she had felt 
obliged to make the best of it for herself l Now 
all Mrs. Follett’s acquaintances—and they were 
many—would know that she had "made it 
over ” for her own use, unless she could do as 
the former had hinted, and transfer it to her 
daughter. She was vexed with herself for hav¬ 
ing been careless, and with that lady for making 
such an unpalatable observation, or for even 
glancing at the piece a second time; bat we be- 
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lieve that had not Mrs. Brewer been Influenced 
by a false pride, the circumstance would have 
occasioned her no uneasiness. 

Mr. Brewer that evening found his wife in low 
spirits, who, after a little persuasion, made known 
her trouble. Laughing, he said: ' 

" Why, Martha, that is a speech certainly not 
worth minding! What do you care for Mrs. 
Follctt, or what she says or thinks V* 

" Not what she says, but the effect she will 
produce V 9 

" What do you imagine that toll be V 9 

" Neither more nor less than that you cannot 
afford your wife a new silk.” 

" But if you know that that is not the case, 
and you are denying yourself an article of dress 
to advance your husband’s interests, such an 
opinion ought not to disturb you in the least, for 
I am sure no wise and discriminating person 
would censure you for an act of economy.” 

Mrs. Brewer was silent; she did not look at the 
matter in quite so philosophical a light as her 
companion, who, if a thing was right and prop¬ 
er, did not trouble himself about his neighbor’s 
feelings upon the subject. 

" Mrs. Follett thinks I am to make over my 
old silk for Sarah/’ she observed, at length. 

" Why didn’t you tell her to the contrary, then, 
if she went away with a wrong impression of such 
a weighty matter V 9 he asked, good humoredly. 

" Don’t you perceive, Mr. Brewer, that I had 
rather folks wouldn’t know that the dress is to be 
made over ? It’s bad enough for me to know it.” 

" Why not 1” he asked, in some wonder. 

"Because—because—” Mrs. Brewer hesitat¬ 
ed ; she thought she had plenty of reasons, but 
now that they were required, she could not bring 
a single one to mind ; or, at least, one her hus¬ 
band would consider sensible. 

"A bad cause, Martha, I fear you are pleading. 
No evidence, and the whole aspect of the case un¬ 
favorable,” added the latter, in a bantering tone. 

" But I really wish you would consent to my 
having a new silk, Edward,” resumed the wife, 
earnestly. " You cannot realize how much it 
would gratify me, and I am quite willing to do 
without something else to make it up.” 

" What are you willing to do without V 9 asked 
Mr. Brewer, more seriously. 

" Anything you desire.” 

" Our summer’s visit to the sea-shore, say V 9 

Mrs. Brewer promptly answered in the affirma¬ 
tive, although she had formerly considered her 
yearly sojourn in the country the highest in her 
catalogue of pleasures; but now it dwindled into 
insignificance when compared with a " brocade.” 

Mr. Brewer leaned his head on his hand, and 


reflected. " Well, be it so,” he said, after a time, 
" although it seems to me, yon will regret it.” 

Mrs. Brewer thought this idea highly improb¬ 
able. She retired to rest that night happier than 
she had felt for several days,; not so much be¬ 
cause she was to become the owner of a brocade 
—for she was far from being a vain woman,—as 
that she was desirous of showing her neighbors 
(Mrs. Follett in particular) that she could make 
as good an appearance as anybody. Singular 
enough, too, the ripped dress, which she had so 
lately pronounced "faded and rusty,” straight¬ 
way assumed a new value in her eyes; every 
scrap was carefully sponged and pressed the next 
day, and declared to be "wonderfully improved. 

On the ensuing afternoon, Mrs. Brewer went 
out " shoppingthe requisite material was pur¬ 
chased, and before she returned home she had 
secured the services of a dressmaker, who, at an 4 
early hour on the following morning, made her 
appearance, ready to put the brocade into wear' 
able shape. " You have a very small pattern 
Mrs. Brewer; it will be impossible to get a dresi 
out of this,” she said, after measuring it. 

" There is as much as I usually buy.” 

" This width is exceedingly narrow ; you for* 
get that fact, probably,” rejoined Miss Scott, cut* 
ting off breadth after breadth. " Bnt you can got 
more without any trouble, I presume,” she aaci 
ed, looking up suddenly, and remarking Mrs. 
Brewer’s disappointed looks. 

" How many yards toll be required V 9 

"You will want a full skirt of fashionable 
length ?” 

Mrs. Brewer said she supposed so. 

"And large sleeves, made in the latest style ?” 

The lady nodded in the affirmative. 

" Of course you’ll have a basque waist V 9 

Her employer replied that it was her intention. 

" Then it will take abont seven yards more.” 

Mrs. Brewer could hardly help starting at this 
unexpected information. She had indeed quite 
forgotten that nearly double the usual quantity 
of silk would be needed of this particular kind, 
as well as that the prevailing style of " making 
up ” demanded a generous pattern. The addi¬ 
tional cost was not an item to be disregarded in 
her present circumstances. It would make the 
dress amount to much more than she had expect¬ 
ed, or Air. Brewer had any idea of. But it would 
not do to show any concern on this point before 
Miss Scott, who was not at all backward at re¬ 
peating what she saw and heard at the different 
places where she was employed, seldom failing 
to add her own opinions on the same. No, Mrs. 
Brewer had really not the moral courage to say 
she was not particular abont following strictly 
Digitized by vjOOQ LC 
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every fl«bfon,or to male* the request that econo¬ 
my should be practised in catting the dress. 
She felt a morbid deUcacy'at confessing a desire 
to save needless expense, although rnonlly cer¬ 
tain that Miss Scott had named a much larger 
quantity than was strictly necessary; therefore, 
with seeming willingness, she made preparations 
to go for the silk. 

“ O, the trimming I” exclaimed the dressmak¬ 
er, as she was about leering the house. “ Yon 
may as well get it while yon are out.” 

“ What mat it bet" filtered Mrs. Brewer, 
who had flattered herself that trimming would 
not be wanted. 

Miss Scott named over two or three kinds, at 
last settling npon the most expensive, on the 
plea that genteel people wore nothing else, and 
that, moreover, such good material deserved the 
nicest of trimming; to which Mrs. Brewer meek¬ 
ly assented, despite her better judgment. So 
she panned her way back to the place where she 
had made her purchase, aad was fortunate 
enough to match the goods. 

“ Yon want seven yards, and here are eight and 
a half. If yon will take the whole, yon shall 
have the extra yard aad a half for a couple of 
dollars," remarked the clerk. 
t Mrs. Brewer demurred; she had no use for 
it. 

“We are not allowed to make snch small 
remnants,” he added, not scrupling to prevari¬ 
cate in order to increase his sales. 

“ Then yon are not willing to cot the piece 1” 
queried the lady, looking a little troubled. 

"I should rather not, madam; what irleft 
would be entirely useless to us, while to you it 
may be invaluable. Besides, I have offered it 
for a mere trifle,” rejoined the clerk. 

And so oar heroine suffered herself to be per- 
sudei She took the whole, sad was sorry for 
it ten minutes afterwards—-for she remembered 
that the extra two dollars would pay Miss Scott 
for her labor. The trimming which the latter 
had recommended, upon inquiry, she found to 
be for more expensive than she had contem¬ 
plated getting; but a cheaper article looked so 
inferior beside it, that she soon gave the highest 
priced the preference. 

“ Ten dollars more, already, than I thought it 
would cost! I’m afraid Mr. Brewer will think I 
os extravagant,” she mused, as she pursued her 
way home, thinking of the debt she had just con¬ 
tracted—for, unfortunately, she had not sufficient 
money with her to settle the bill, aad the husband 
would not be home until evening. But her credit 
was good, so the circumstance was but slightly 
headed. Upon reentering the room where the 


dipssraakfer was sittbig, Mis. Brewer oust her 
eyes upon the waist of the brocade. 

“ How do you like it 9*’ queried Miss Scott. 

“ Why, you have cut it with an open front, 
haven’t you 9” said the lady, regretfully. i 

“ Certainly. I presumed you wanted it cut to, 
as no other kind of Waist is worn now by fashion¬ 
able people, especially married ladies,” regained 
the other, her face expressing not a little aston¬ 
ishment at her employer’s remark. 

“ I know they are very generally worn, but I 
had decided to have it made the old way. But 
you are not in the tatotifio blame. I forgot to tell 
you my wishes about it, and did not notice how 
you phmed On the lining.” - 

Miss Scott regretted the circumstance, gnd 
mentally pronounced Mm. Brewer very eccen¬ 
tric hud unfashiouabfeL But the latter lady liked 
a modish, becoming dress just as well as any¬ 
body ; yet at this particular time she did not 
wish to be obliged to purchase proper embroidery 
to compare favorably wish her new silk. She 
felt hardly able to afford it, since she had consid¬ 
erably exceeded tbe sum which Mr. Brewer had 
given her. Nevertheless; this would now have 
to be done, as Miss Scott’s Jaux pas could not 
conveniently be remedied. Her stock of laces 
and muslins had become somewhat limited, yet 
she had resolved to make them do until her hus¬ 
band had more ready money to spare. But in 
this new phase of affairs, another purchase was 
inevitable; a proper appearance, in her view, 
could not be made without it. 

“ You didn’t notice HaH’s large assortment of 
embroidery, did you I” asked the dressmaker, as 
if divining her thoughts. 

Mrs. Brewer colored, and said “No.” 

“ He has some beautiful sets far only ten dol¬ 
lars ; the nicest of muslin and the heaviest of 
work. Mrs. Follett showed me an elegant one 
that she bought the other day; it was a beauty 1” 

This information was quite sufficient to excite 
a strong desire on the part of our heroine to go 
and do likewise, although an empty pone and an 
unpaid bill admonished her that she could not 
afford it. 

“ If you think of buying/ 9 continued Miss 
Scott, “the sooner you do so* the better choice 
you will have.” 

“I suppose so,” briefly replied Mrs. Brewer, 
who forthwith began to argue with herself that 
this was a very reasonable remark. She had 
some misgivings about the propriety of procur¬ 
ing dm articles on credit; but feeling well as¬ 
sured she could liquidate the bill by the next 
day, she determined to return to the store and 
oompletb her purchases. 
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Half an hour after she was minutely inspect¬ 
ing the articles open Which her mind was center¬ 
ed. A great many patterns of all qualities and 
prices were duly exhibited, bat she had no eyes 
for anything sane a richly worked under hand¬ 
kerchief with an elegant collar, and a pair of 
sleeve* to match, which she was confident would 
be the envy of the neighborhood. Ten dollars 
were demanded for the set—a sum she thought 
rather exorbitant, but which no persuasion could 
lessen. She thought her husband would advise 
bomething cheaper—in fact she was morally cer¬ 
tain that he would entirely disapprove of paying 
ten dollars for two articles of such an unsubstan¬ 
tial and flimsy fabric as fine muslin. But then 
gentlemen were not good judges in these mat¬ 
ters; few could distinguish between delicate 
French embroidery and common spotted lace; 
so her inference was that she had bettor suit her¬ 
self; and so she took the sleeves, etc., and went 
home again, pretty well satisfied that she had 
got her money's worth—that is, when the money 
was paid. 

Our heroine did not feel quite so happy as she 
had expected to in the possession of a brocade; 
it did not look precisely as she thought it would, 
or fit as neatly as she could have desired. The 
expensive trimming was certainly an addition, 
but not much of an improvement. Mrs. Brewer 
might have explained this seeming puzzling con¬ 
tradiction, by recollecting that rich heavy mate¬ 
rials should be “ made up" in the plainest man¬ 
ner; its simplicity being its chief ornament. 
Over and over again she fruitlessly wished she 
had waited until her husband's return, before 
making her last purchases. The temptation was 
great, but she blamed herself for yielding to it. 
The only and best way was for her to tell him all 
about it at Once, and this, she made up her mind 
to do. Her resolve was a little shaken when he 
made his appearance, at a late hour, looking dis¬ 
appointed and dejected. - This was unusual for 
him, he being commonly hi fine spirits. His wife 
judged it to be an unpoopitious time to tell her 
story, and remained sUent, wondering what had 
happened to disturb him. She was on the point 
of questioning him, when he said: 

"lam glad your new dress is bought and paid 
for, because I have met with a misfortune which 
will probably make me short of funds for some 
months." 

Mrs. Brewer's cheek was a shade paler as she 
looked up inquiringly. 

“ Wesby has faded, and I have lost nearly 
three hundred dollars. He has nothing, sad I 
shall not get n cent." 

" Lost three hundred dollars V 9 faltered she. 


“ Every penny, mad you know tint is a large 
sum for us." 

“ It is, indeed. And you needed it so much!" 

“ I'm afraid my business will suffer, for I can 
ill afford to lose the money." 

“ What will you do ?" asked the wife, at length. 

" I shall try and borrow a few hundred dollars 
of helby, next week; perhaps he will be Inclin¬ 
ed to help me. We must be very economical 
now, Martha, and save in every possible way. 
There is one thing in our favor—we have no 
outstanding debts to annoy and make ns anx¬ 
ious. What little I have is my own; no man 
has the smallest claim upon me, that I know of, 
in the world. That is one satisfaction." 

Mrs. Brewer's thoughts Instantly reverted to 
the debt she had that, day contracted- How 
could she tell him that she was even then re¬ 
sponsible for the payment of twenty dollars? 
The amount seemed to increase, in magnitude 
every instant. It was comparatively a trifle 
two hours previously; now it assumed superior 
importance. To acquaint him with* this would 
only augment his unpleasant feelings, and make 
his disappointment a more bitter one. She 
would put it off until morning, when, perchance, 
he might be more hopeful and in better spirits. 

But when that period of time arrived, Mrs. 
Brewer was fully as reluctant to make the com¬ 
munication as she had been the evening prev¬ 
ious. Mr. Brewer was not very talkative, bring 
probably engaged in musing over his loss. He 
took a slight breakfast, and then hurried out of 
the house before his wife had gained Courage 
enough to open her lips. “ I'll tell blm:at din¬ 
ner," she soliloquized, as she walked back and 
forth between the closet and table. This resolve 
was thwarted; an acquaintance from a neigh¬ 
boring city alighted at the door in the course of 
the forenoon, with the intention o i restaining a 
week or two. Therefore, there was no good op¬ 
portunity—axld she did not regret it much—to 
speak with him on the subject. 

The reason of this continued disinclination 
was doubtless strengthened by a consciousness 
of having been somewhat lavish in her expendi¬ 
tures; as well as a repugnance to enhance her 
husband's troubles. The longer she put it off, 
the more she dreaded to acknowledge her weak¬ 
ness. A week passed away in this manner, dur¬ 
ing which time the old silk had been metamor¬ 
phosed into a pretty frock for the eldest girl, the 
brocade finished, and mother and daughter dress¬ 
ed in their best, among which the new embroid¬ 
ery was conspicuous, had exhibited themselves 
in the street several times, on promenade, ac¬ 
companied by their lady visitor. Whether the 
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sensation they created was sufficient to repay 
Mis. Brewer for the efforts she had made to teal* 
iza her wishes, the following soliloqay may 
senre to show. She was in her room, alone, and 
had just thrown off the brocade, which she 
looked as attentively for some minutes* 

" I wish it was back again at Hall's 1” she at 
length exclaimed. u It don't look half as well 
as H ought to for the money it cost, and the trou¬ 
ble it has made me. And then that trimming 
don't show at all in the street; my shawl quite 
hides it. My nice sleeves were entirely hidden, 
too; I might as well have worn my old ones, as 
for as the eyes of other people were concerned, 
for nobody seemed to mind anything about me, 
except Mis. Follett, whom I saw looking slyly 
oat of the window, sorry, no dodbt, that I can 
dress as well as she." 

Before Mrs. Brewer concluded her reflections, 
she made a second determination not to let anoth¬ 
er day pass without making a confidant of her 
husband. It was time Hall was paid; she had 
promised to settle the bill in a few days, know¬ 
ing how much Mr. Brewer disHkedtd be indebt¬ 
ed to others. But it truly appeared as if cir¬ 
cumstances conspired against her. She had 
conquered her irresolution, and remarked that 
“ her dress was going to wear well," when the 
husband rejoined with unusual seriousness, that 
M it ought to, to compensate for the mischief it 
had made;" adding, at his wife manifested 
much astonishment, “ yon kno# I spoke of ask¬ 
ing Shelby for a loan of two or three hundred. 
I mads such a request to-day, and was poMtely 
though firmly refused. He gave for a reason 
that if I could buy silk dresses for my wife and 
daughter, I could hardly be in need of money; 
and ended by remarking, in hie blunt, straight¬ 
forward way, that a wasteful, extravagant wife 
would keep any man out of pocket. I knew his 
remarks did both you and myself injustice, but I 
did not feel inclined to make a private matter a 
public fact, and so made no rejoinder. Thus 
you see, my dear, that yonr new brocade, al¬ 
though no blame is attached to anybody, pre¬ 
vented my obtaining the loan. Shelby has ac¬ 
commodated me before, and been punctually 
repaid; but he is a careful man, and evidently 
feared I was living beyond my means—that he 
might lose in consequence." 

“ Mrs. Follett is at the bottom of it all!" ejac¬ 
ulated Mrs. Brewer, when he had ceased. “ She 
visits Mrs. Shelby, and has made out a story to 
suit herself, and the latter has told her husband." 

"Perhaps so; I do not value Mrs. Follett's 
acquaintance highly, and have often wished she 
would dispense with our company altogether. 
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Her principles are lax, her example not benefi¬ 
cial, while her chief enjoyment consists in re¬ 
peating in one house what she hears in another. 
I would have as little as possible to do with hen" 

Mrs* Brewer mentally resolved to be guided 
by his advice. She did not doubt the truth of 
his words, yet still could not bear to admit that 
she had been governed in a great measure by 
what that same woman would think or say about 
her. The sight of Mrs. Follett'e brocade had 
made her desire one of like quality, and Miss 
Scott's description of the former's embroidery 
had influenced her to purchase articles at a simi* 
lar price, which she could have done without. 
This individual had injured her husband's credit, 
proved false to the friendship she had professed, 
and Mrs. Brewer felt more than ever reluctant to 
relieve her mind respecting the account at Hall's. 

" I've a great mind not to tell him at all," she 
meditated. "He has had disappointments enough. 
Perhaps I can find some way to discharge my 
debt, and I dare say Hall will not be impatient. 
I have money, weekly, for household expenses, 
which tI will try to make as small as possible, 
and) appropriate the rest of the sum to my own 
use. No, I will not tell him." 

This idea was acted upon immediately, but it 
wan found to be slow work. The difficulty con¬ 
sisted in robbing the table without the fact being 
recognized by Mr. Brewer, who knew, to a emit, 
what everything ought to cost* Then, to make 
the aspect of affairs more unfavorable, a stream 
of company began to pour in, entirely frustrat¬ 
ing her intentions. Her anxiety upon the sub¬ 
ject soon affected her health, and she grew mop¬ 
ing and melancholy. Troubles come by couples. 
At this crisis Hall's errand boy brought her bill 
for settlement. She was not prepared for tide 
movement, not having expected it under two or 
three months. Why hers was so soon present¬ 
ed, while those of other ladies, whose prospects 
were for less encouraging than hers, were suffer¬ 
ed to run a quarter, at least, she could not under¬ 
stand ; but Mrs. Follett, whose busy tongue had 
given a note of warning, unintentionally sounded 
first by Mrs. Shelby, could have explained the 
apparent mystery. Mr. Brewer had been known 
to lose money by a certain foflure, also to have 
made an attempt to borrow; so Hall & Co. nat¬ 
urally thought they could not get the twenty dol¬ 
lars too soon; 

Our heroine did the best she could with the 
messenger, promised to call and see Mr. Hall in 
a few days, then dismissed the lad, thanking for¬ 
tune that her husband was not at home. The 
merchant was not satisfied with this message; it 
onfy sirfed to strengths a forking suspicion 




that Mr. Brewer ins “ going down lull." He 
had heard rumors? to that effect within a few 
days, which the lady's reply sorely confirmed; 
so he despatched the same lad to Mr. Brewer's 
stcte, with directions to say nothing about hay¬ 
ing first taken it to his house. 

The latter gentleman evinced much astonish¬ 
ment! read and re-read the paper, looked per¬ 
plexed, declared his total ignorance of the trans¬ 
action alluded to, expressed bis conviction that 
there was a mistake, and finally .sent the boy 
bask again to find out if such was not the case ; 
but he soon returned with the answer that it was 
“all right." 

Mr. Brewer looked more and more confounded. 

M I am not satisfied about this bill yet," he at 
length said. “ I will speak to my wife in relation 
to the matter, and if she says there is no error, 
it shall be settled to-morrow. Come in again in 
the morning," he added- 

Meantime the wife at home was tormenting 
herself by fruitless endeavors to devise some 
means of raising the money at once, lest her 
husband should obtain a knowledge of her un¬ 
enviable predicament She had kept the trou¬ 
blesome secret so long from him, when he had 
a eight to her confidence, that she feared his cen¬ 
sure. In fine, Mrs. Brewer endured more men¬ 
tal suffering than she had experienced in her 
whole life; and seeing no practicable way of ex¬ 
trication from her embarrassment, she formed a 
resolution to make her companion acquainted 
with the whole before she again slept. 






Thi* resolve was kept. With faltering voice 
and downcast eyes, our heroine told her story, 
adding that her own procrastination had pro¬ 
duced its own punishment. Had Mrs. Brewer 
looked up when she commenced speaking, she 
would have remarked that her husband's face 

a 

was clouded with something akin to sadness, and 
that its expression was somewhat reproachful. 
When she had finished, he remained silent a mo¬ 
ment, while Mrs. Brewer sat in expectation of a 
deserved reproof. 

** I am glad yon told me about it, Martha; it 
is much more gratifying than to be-cbliged to in¬ 
troduce the matter myself/' be observed, after a 
pause which seemed interminable to his wife. 

H Then you knew of it V* she faltered. 

“ I have been aware of it only a few hours. 
Mr. Hall doubtless thought I had more means of 
paying bills than yourself, and sent the account 
in this afternoon for settlement. It was so un¬ 
like you tooontract debts without my knowledge, 
that I doubted the genuineness of the paper, or 
at least was not willing to pay the sum demand¬ 
ed until I obtained your assurance that it was 
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honestly due. I shall not reproach job, for yon 
have doubtless expiated any error yon may have 
committed, by the anxiety you hare felt; yet I 
cannot help thinking that the brocade bee proved 
to be rather an expensive drees/' he added.. 

I “ I shall never wont another / 1 sighed the wifi% 
sadly. 

“Then, perhaps/' he smilingly rejoined, “it 
may prove a cheap one to me, if that is the effect 
of your experience." 

“ I don’t think I shall ever wear it again; I 
should always he thinking of the trouble it 
i has canoed me/' she retamed, with a doleful at* 
tempt at looking cheerful. 

“ Then it will lost the longer, Martha; and for 
the future yon will have a brocade <m hand for 
any emergency." 

Mrs. Brewer smiled feebly. 

“ I expected to be so happy and satisfied," she 
added. 

“ It will teach yon that our expectations are 
i often disappointed many limes for our good." 

Two ten dollar bills in Mr. Brewer's pocket* 
book changed hands the next day, thereby mak¬ 
ing Mrs. Brewer a happy woman, although her 
mind's sky was rather clouded by the reflection 
that had ska remained satisfied with her old silk . 
i a few months longer, she would have been spared 
both the expense and uneasiness of mind. This 
experience taught her to rely more upon her 
own good sense and judgment than her neigh- . 
bore' opinions, and likewise convinced her that 
the possession of & brocade was not the snm to¬ 
tal of human happiness, besides showing oonclu- ' 
sively that the gratification of one want only 






aively that the gratification of one wont only 
paves the way for the formation of another. 
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14 After all, Lizzie, I think you will be hap- 
p^pr here than you could be iu the crowded city. 
I dreaded at first leaving you in the solitude of 
the country, and it was only stem necessity that 
compelled me to acknowledge, that, with my re¬ 
duced income, the change was really essential. 
But now that it is made, and I see the many com¬ 
forts by which we are surrounded at a compar¬ 
atively trifling expense, I am quite reconciled 
to the loss of oar city home. There is a purity 
and freshness in the very air around us which 
seems to bring us nearer to heaven. If I could 
but remain with you, Lizzie, I am Bure we should 
be happier than we ever have been." 

“But you cannot remain with me, Henry, 
and when you have said this, you have divested 
our new abode of every real or fancied charm. 
It is to me but a gloomy, desolate prison, where 
lam to endure a miserable existence until it please 
Heaven to restore you to my arms.” 

u Not gloomy and desolate, surely, Lizzie. 
Look around upon the lovely landscape. Listen 
to the music of the birds as they sport among 
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the flowers in year own little garden, and rejoice 
in the bright sunshine. Then think of the com¬ 
forts of this pretty cottage. It seems to me more 
like a paradise than a prison." 

Lizzie smiled as her husband spoke, but it was 
a sad smile, and a moment after tears fell fast 
from her eyes. The last year had been one of 
sad reverses, and now the greatest trial of all 
was to come. Her husband's business obliged 
him to leave home for several months. Paring 
his absence great economy would be necessary. 
A neat little cottage with garden and adjacent 
fields had for some years been in their possession, 
being the bequest of a near relative. Hitherto 
they had left it in the undisturbed possession of a 
worthy tenant, but now the question arose wheth¬ 
er it might not become a home for themselves. 
After some doubts and difficulties, this plan was 
at length adopted, and just as the spring was 
budding in its freshness and beauty, the little 
family came to their new home. 

To the husband, it seemed a delightful retreat 
from the noise and bustle of the city, and he 
watched with delight the happy countenances 
and joyous steps of his children as they bounded 
over the green fields. But the heart of his wife 
was sad and desponding. The change from lux¬ 
ury to simple comfort was a great one, but this 
she felt might be borne, with her husband by her 
side. But to part with him for months, perhaps 
for yean, and to be left alone with her little 
ones, a stranger in a strange place, seemed more 
than she could bear. She, made no effort to look 
up, but allowed her mind to dwell constantly 
upon her sorrows, regardless of the many bless- 
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Much affected by her grief, her husband vain¬ 
ly sought to re-assure her, when a gentle tap at 
the door produced a temporary divcrsioi 
feeling. A rosy-chceked, bright-eyed little 
of ten years old, appeared with a neat basket on 
her ann. 

" Mother's compliments to Mrs. Minton, and 
as she has just moved in, she thought a few fresh 
eggs and a pound of butter might be very 
acceptable/* t 

There was something so novel in thi9 to one 
entirely unaccustomed to the freedom and social 
kindness of country life, that Lizzie stood for a 
moment quite at a loss what to reply. But Mr. 
Minton, who retained many pleasjflt recollec¬ 
tions of a boyhood spent upon a fq#m, came for¬ 
ward with a smile, and taking the basket from 
the blushing child, said pleasantly : 

11 We are, indeed, very much obliged to your 
mother, my little girl. Freshly churned butter 
and new laid eggs are great luxuries. But will 

r^. * m _ t I 
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you not walk in and rest yoarself for a little 
while, while yon tell us your mother’s name and 
where she lives ?” 

" I am not tired, thank you, sir. We live in 
the brown cottage near the great elm tree. Ton 
can see it from the door. My mother’s name is 
Mrs. Wilmot.” 

"And your name, my child, is— V 9 

" Lucy, sir, Lucy Wilmot,” and the little 
maiden dropped a curtsy os gracefully as if she had 
received the instructions of the best French 
dancing master. 

" Well, Lucy, I hope we shall be good neigh¬ 
bors,” said Mr. Minton. " I have two little girls 
who will be nice playmates for you.” 

" Thank you, sir,” replied the child, and with 
a look of admiration at the pretty lady, and a 
glance of wonder at the fuhiiture, most of which 
had been brought from the city residence, and 
appeared to her far superior to anything she had 
ever seen, she took her empty basket upon her 
arm, and walked swiftly away. 

"A fine little girl,” observed Mr. Minton, as 
he turned from looking after her. "And how 
pleasant it is to have kind neighbors, Lizzie. I 
shall feel much easier about you during my 
absence.” 

" I will have no neighbors, Henry. I resolved 
upon that before we removed to the country. I 
have heard and read of the gossipping neighbors 
of a country village, and that is enough for me. 
I ha\ e no desire for personal information.” 

" But surely Lizzie, you will encourage and 
return any marks of kindly feeling which may 
be shown toward you. I thought you enjoyed 
social intercourse with those around you.” 

" Certainly, when they are of a congenial na¬ 
ture, but not with such persons as we are likely 
h^pteet with in this neighborhood. I am sorry 
that we are already under an obligation to Mrs. 
Wilmot. I am not at all desirous of receiving 
favors of this kind. Probably they will soon in¬ 
vite me to a quilting party, or a husking frolic.” 

" Which invitation I trust you will accept,” 
laughingly responded her husband. " It will be 
a novel amusement for you. But seriously, Liz¬ 
zie, you must put away these prejudices. They 
are for the greater part the result of education 
and habit, and are quite unfounded. Associate 
tb< l around you. Do good and re¬ 
vive g°o<l, and the days of my absence will be 
shortened.” 

Lizzie shook her head mournfully, but made 
no reply, for at this moment her two little girls 
ran merrily into the room, eager to show some 
new treasure which they had found in their 
morning ramble. 


“And, O, mother,” exclaimed Mary, the eld¬ 
est, " such a good old lady asked us into her 
cottage, and gave us such delicious milk to drink 
and a slice of her own home-made brepd.” 

" We were so hungry,” continued little Ellen, 
" and the bread was so gockL I wish you had 
been there, mother.” 

Mr. Minton laughed heartily as he caught the 
expression of his wife’s countenance, as she lis¬ 
tened to the eager children. 

" It was no harm, Lizzie, dear,” he whispered. 
" It is the most common thing in the world in 
the country, to make acquaintance with little 
children.” 

" Did you tell the good old lady your name, 
Mary V 9 he asked, as his daughter gazed in his 
face, somewhat perplexed as to the cause of his 
merriment. 

" O yes, father. She asked us our names, 
and all about you and mother; and we told her 
that you are going away, and she said she was 
very sorry, because mother would be so very 
lonely.” 

"And she said,” interrupted Ellen, " that she 
would come and see you, and try to cheer 
you up.” 

" Just as I told you,” observed Mrs. Minton 
to her husband, with a somewhat contemptuous 
expression of countenance. " The people around 
us are a vulgar, ignorant set, full of impertinent 
curiosity, and disposed to meddle with every¬ 
body’s affairs. I am determined to have no 
neighbors, and I must lay down rules for the 
children.” 

" You will find it a difficult matter to prevent 
their forming the acquaintance of the neighbor¬ 
hood, and if you will be guided by my advice, 
you will not only allow them great freedom in 
this respect, but you will follow their example 
yourself.” 

Another shake of the head, and the conversa¬ 
tion dropped. A few more days passed swiftly 
away, and then the husband and father hade a 
long farewell to his earthly treasures. It was a 
sad parting, but the prospect of a brighter future 
was before him, and struggling manfully with 
his feelings, he went forth to encounter toil and 
hardship for those he had left behind. Hut there 
was comfort in this, for the very thought that it 
was for their sakes he labored, reconciled him in 
a degree to the separation. But his wife, with¬ 
out the stimulus of constant exertion, and change 
of scene, sank into a state of utter despondency, 
from which for a time it seemed impossible to 
arouse her. By degrees, however, she became 
more reconciled to her situation, and interested 
herself in the care and education of her children, 



NO NEIGHBORS. 


29 


and in the superintendence of the domestic la¬ 
bors of an inexperienced bat honest girl, who 
had been persuaded to try the country with 
them. 

"An* indeed, ma'am, an' it is a pretty place, 
an 9 far better for ye while the master is far away. 
The young ladies, bless their swate faces, are 
getting a fine color in their cheeks. If yon 
would but comfort your heart a little, ma'am, 
and hare a few of the neighbors to visit you. It 
does any one a world of good to have some one 
to speak to when they are in trouble." 

44 1 have you and the children, my good Jen¬ 
ny,” returned her mistress, 44 and that is quite 
sufficient. I have no wish to become acquaint¬ 
ed with the neighbors.” 

44 But, if I may make so free, ma'am, it seems 
strange like to know no one around us. They 
are good, kind people, ma'am, and many a one 
asks for you when I go to the village.” 

" I am much obliged to diem, Jenny, but I am 
better contented without their society. The min¬ 
ister has called twice, and that will answer for 
visitors.'' 

"I wish he had a wife,” muttered Jenny to 
herself, as she busied herself with her usual em¬ 
ployments. 44 If I could only persuade my mis¬ 
tress to have some of the ladies to visit her a bit, 
I am sure she would be the better for it.” 

But there seemed little prospect that Jenny's 
wishes would be realized. Several ladies had 
called, to be sure, but they were received with 
such cold politeness, that the attempt at an ac¬ 
quaintance had not been repeated. 

The little girls, in spite of rules laid down to 
diem, occasionally formed friendships with some 
of the bright-eyed children of the village, but 
the parents, rightly judging that this was unde¬ 
sired by the mother, gave no encouragement to 
these intimacies, and they soon dropped off. 

Lucy Wilmot still smiled kindly and curtsied 
gracefully when she saw Mrs. Minton in the 
garden, to which her walks were generally con¬ 
fined, and the lady had so for relented, as to ask 
her to walk in and look at her flowers on one 
occasion; but this act of favor being immediately 
followed by a call from Mrs. Wilmot herself, 
lizzie was alarmed at the prospect of having a 
neighbor, and resumed her usual coldness of 
manner. 

And thus three months passed away with 
little to vary the monotony of every-day life, 
save an occasional letter from Mr. Minton, tell¬ 
ing of good health and increasing prosperity, and 
begging his wife to be Cheerful and happy, for a 
year would not elapse before his return. 

In one of these letters he expressed the hope 


that his wife had relinquished her prejudice 
against country neighbors, and had found many 
true friends. Lizzie smiled as she read this 
passage, and in her reply assured her husband 
that their two darlings were company enough 
for her, and faithful Jenny was aQ the friend she 
desired until his return. 

But she had yet to learn that there are tithes 
when our dependence upon our fellow-beings 
must be felt and acknowledged. During the 
latter part of the summer it had been unusually 
sickly among children, and at length her little 
Ellen became alarmingly ilL Unwearied was 
the mother’s care and attention. 1 Day and night 
she watched over her with that detoted tender¬ 
ness which only a mother's heart can feel. But 
her own health was delicate, and she was little 
accustomed to endure constant anxiety fend fa¬ 
tigue. The very day that her child was pro¬ 
nounced out of danger, her too severely taxed 
strength could endhre no more, and in a stats Of 
Insensibility she was carried to her own room and 
laid upon the bed. Recovering from the feint¬ 
ing fit, she made an ineffectual attempt to rise 
and return to her child, but it was in'vain, and 
weak and helpless as an infant, she sank back 
up6n her pillow. 

The worthy physician in attendance strongly 
urged the necessity of perfect quiet and freedom 
from anxiety, but Lizzie replied* only by her 
tears which she could not restrain; for how could 
she desert her littie one at this critical moment, 
and who could be forced to fill her place 1 

The doctor answered her burst of feeling 
with kindly sympathy. 

44 1 know it is a hard case, my dear lady, but 
we must do the best we can. 1 must find a nurse 
for you, if one is to be had. They are scarce 
and in great demand at present. But where are 
your neighbors 1 Let them come and assist you.” 

44 1 have no neighbors,” sdbbed the distressed 
mother, as she made another vain effort to rise. 
44 And what will become of my poor Ellen in her 
present feeble state! Jenny has too much care 
already. If I may not go to her, let her be 
brought and laid by mythic. I can at least 
watch over her and direct Vfei%hall bq-flfcpe for 
her comfort.” 

The doctor consented to this arrangement, 
judging that the agitation caused by separation 
from the child w'ould be more injurious to Mrs. 
Minton than her presence could be. 

Little Ellen was carefully brought from the 
adjacent room and laid by her exhausted moth¬ 
er, and then with strict injunctions to Jenny to 
keep both of her patients as quiet as possible, 
Dr. Lorimor left the cottage. 
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“ Something* njast be done, that is certain,” 
he murmured to ( himself, as he mounted the pa¬ 
tient horse which awaited him at the gate. 44 I 
do not believe a nurse is to be had for love or for 
money. No neighbors iu a country village! 
What an absurdity! And yet she seems to be 
an intelligent, fine woman, and very pretty with¬ 
al. She ought not to want for friends. I wiil 
call upon Miss Nancy, and ask her advice.” 

Miss Nancy was a sort of oracle in the little 
village. A maiden lady, as her title implies, she 
atill retained sufficient youth and beauty to have 
attracted many a suitor; but it was generally 
understood that the day for this had gone by; 
there had been deep heart griefs iu early youth, 
and that fountain'must now remain untouched. 
At thirty-five, Miss Nancy was regarded as a 
general blessing in which all might claim a 
share. The affectionate sympathy with which she 
entered into the joys and sorrows of those around 
her, and her unselfish disregard of her own per¬ 
sonal comfort, if she could minister to the wants 
of others, pointed her out to, Dr, Lorimer as a 
suitable person to consult in this emergency, 
and in a few moments he stood iu her little 
parlor. 

His errand was soon told, and as he expected. 
Miss Nancy’s heart at once responded to the 
call. To be sure she had been coldly received 
in a former call upon Mrs* Minton, but that 
was not to be thought of now that they were in 
trouble« She rejoiced that her own affairs were 
at present so arranged that she could devote her¬ 
self to her suffering neighbor, and assured the 
doctor that she would be there in the course of 
hulf an hour. 

Much relieved, the worthy doctor took leave, 
mentally qMjping the kind heart of Miss Nancy; 
and with*! the allotted half hour the faithful 
but erplexed Jenny was gladdened by 

the appearance of her able assistant. 

in the short period of the doctor’s ab- 
sence, things had changed for the worse. Mrs. 
Minton was in a high fever, and already slightly 
delirious. She took little notice of Mias Nancy’s 
presence, but allowed her to do whatever she 
thought most lik^y -Wo give her relief, without 
opposition. 

1 >oetog Lorimer shook his head gravely when 
he again stood by the patient’s bedside. 

“ The symptoms arc unfavorable,” he said, 
aside to Miss Nancy. “ I fear it will be impos¬ 
sible to previ gular course of fever. It 

would be far better to have the child in another 
room.” 

44 1 know that it would, but I feared exciting 
the poor mother by proposing it. A crib might 


be placed in this room for the present,” replied 
Miss Nancy. 

44 That will be better than to have her in the 
bod, but in her present condition, she requires 
very different treatment from the mother, and 
it would be better to separate them entirely. I 
will propose it myself.” 

The arrangement was carried into effect with 
less difficulty than they anticipated. A poor 
woman in foe neighborhood that was well ac¬ 
quainted with foe duties of a nurse, was engag¬ 
ed to aid Miss Nancy in foe care of the sick, 
while Jenny returned to her own department, to 
which was now added foe entire charge of foe 
eldest little girl. 

For foe next ten days Miss Nancy watched 
with foe most tender interest over both mother 
and child. Little Ellen she had the happiness 
to see daily improving, and foe gentle sweetness 
with which she suffered strangers to take the 
place of her sick mother, while at the same time 
she manifested how much she desired that moth¬ 
er’s core, endeared her exceedingly to her kind 
attendants. 

With Mrs. Minton foe fever was now abating, 
but foe extreme debility to which she was re¬ 
duced, called for continued care and attention, 
and as the child could now with safety be left 
with others. Miss Nancy devoted herself almost 
wholly to the mother. 

The invalid had evidently no recollection of 
ever having seen her before, and supposed that 
she had been employed by the doctor, to attend 
upon her. Miss Nancy encouraged the idea, 
thinking that she would feel more freedom in 
calling upon her as a nurse if she believed it to 
be her regular occupation. Day after day now 
gave evidence of returning health and strength, 
and her mind alpo began to regain its usual tone. 
A letter was written at her request to her hus¬ 
band, informing him of foe events of foe lost 
few weeks, and this duty performed, her thoughts 
turned with awakening interest to her children. 

44 May I not see my darlings once more ?” she 
asked, as foe physician took her hand on his 
morning call, and pronounced her pulse to be 
almost as good as his own. 

44 Why, yes, I suppose we must let you see 
them now, if you will promise to be quite calm, 
and feel neither joy nor grief when they are 
brought to you.” 

44 Do not require impossibilities,” she replied, 
smiling faintly. “I will promise to be very 
calm and quiet. My kind nurse tells me that 
my poor little Ellen is a different child from 
what she was when I left her.” 

44 She is, indeed, thanks to good nursing,” au- 
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swmd l bo doctor, “arid, an toiler rosy-cheeked 
sister, She is sto foil of mischief as ever. She 
fallowed mm to the door just now, and Is, I pre¬ 
sume, waitog outride for tpy reappearance.” 

The dtior was opened and little Mary appear¬ 
ed. For a moment she en d e av or ed to obey the 
instructions she had received, to speak very softly 
and not agitate her mother, but -the effort re¬ 
quired more self-control than aherpossessed, and 
in another instant she had flung her arms around 
her mother’s neck, almost sobbing with,joy as 
she exclaimed: 

“ O, my own dear mother, I am so glad to. see 
you. I begged to come very often) but the doc¬ 
tor and Mias Nancy said it would hurt you, so 
I tried to be good and patient, and I have .help* 
ed Jenny a great deal. Miss Nancy says I shall 
soon be a nice little housekeeper.” 

“And who is Miss Nancy, darling 1” asked 
Mre. Minton, as she imprinted many a kiss upon 
the little girl’s forehead. : 

“ Why, mother, this is Miss Nancy,” replied 
Mary, pointing toward the supposed nurse, as 
she spoke. »“ She has taken care of you all 
the time.” 

“ She has indeed, dear, but I did not know her 
name until now; It is a blessing to have a good 
nurse." 

Mary was aJbeut replying, but the doctor in¬ 
terfered, and telling her that she should see her 
mother again the next day, led her gently away. 
Little Ellen was then laid fora few moments by 
her mother’s side. More quiet inher disposition 
than her sister, her love displayed itself in more 
gentle ways, but bet;earnest look and loving 
smile showed that it was not less deeply felt 

Another week wore away and Miss Nancy 
was still regarded only as an attentive nurse 
whose services were to be recompensed in the 
usual manner. But other calls now demanded 
her attention, and as Mrs. Minton, was gaining 
rapidly, the friendly neighbor felt that she must 
relinquish her charge. . 

“ 0 do not leave me so soon/' exclaimed the 
stiU feeble invalid* “Sorely I have the first 
claim upon you, and I will gladly pay you your 
own price.” 

“ I want no recompense save jrour friendship,.. 
and the pleasure I feel at having been useful to 
you/’ replied Miss Nancy, with a smile. “ I am 
not a professed nurse*, as you suppose, but only 
one of your neighbors who has been: glad to aid, 
you in the hour of need.” 

“ One of my neighbors 1” was the astonished 
reply. ** And you have watched over my child 
and myself for weeks,a# unweariedly as the most, 
faithful uxu^e.” . v 


' “And why not, toy dear lady T Sandy, there 
may be good neighbors as well as good nurses. 
We are made to be mediums of good to one 
another. My aervioee have been: freely given, 
and I regret that I must now leave you, but the 
woman who has assisted me will still remain, and 
your own Jenny is quite a treasure.” 

“ But none can be to me what you have been, 
my good neighbor, since that is the name by which 
I am to call you,” replied Mrs. Minton, with 
emotion. “ Nevertheless, I am not so selfish as 
to wish to detain you. But tell me, tors Lever 
sebn yon before you became my nurse 1 I tons 
now a confused recollection of your having once 
called to see me.” 

“I did s6,” answered Miss Nancy, “during 
the first month of your removal here. My name 
wiB perhaps set you right. The neighbors take 
pleasure in addressing me as Miss Nancy, but 
my last name is Freeman.” 

“Ah yes, I recollect your call more distinctly, 
now. It was a day or two after my husband left 
me, and I felt little interest in anybody or atty- 
thingi < presume 1 received you coldly.” 

“Somewhat so, I must acknowledge, but I 
could make allowance for your troubled state of 
mind. . Do not think of it again.” 

But Lizzie did think, and with a feeling of 
shame, as she recalled her strong prejudices 
against her country neighbors, and felt how en¬ 
tirely dependent she had become upon their 
kindness. 

This feeling was rather increased than,lessen¬ 
ed after the departnre of her nurse Many were 
the friendly countenances that beamed with kind¬ 
ness in her sick room, and numerou s the little at¬ 
tentions to herself and little Ellen. Almost 
every day a worthy fanner in the neighborhood 
called to give the little one a ride, always assur¬ 
ing the‘mother that there was nothing like the 
fresh air to bring b*£k the roses, and as his old 
fashioned chaise was remarkably easy, he hoped 
she would sopp fed like trying it herself. And 
often—very often came a gentle tap at the door, 
and, sweet liucy Wi* 11 * 0 * appeared with her bas¬ 
ket, containing some delic&afc to tempt the ap¬ 
petite of the invalid, and appkttj and 

doughnuts for the children, “because mother 
was sure that Jenny, had no time for such things-” 
And then good Mrs. Wilmot, with her cap and 
apron as white as snow, would occasionally run 
in herself, just to see if all wa^^^ngon right, 
aqd to beg Jenny to be surc%*at Miss Elleu’s 
apple was roasted before she gave it to her. 

It would have been strange if the really warm¬ 
hearted Lizzie could have withstood all this 
kindness. She was now fully conscious of the 
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blessing of godd neighbors, and as the regained 
her s tre n gth, gladly received and returned their 
frequent visits. Particularly did she delight in 
the society of Miss Nancy, who warmly returned 
her affection, and seldom allowed a day to elapse 
without at least a short call at the pleasant 
cottage. 

Autumn has succeeded summer and winter 
was now feet taking the place of autumn. Social 
parties of every description had been given, and 
Mrs. Minton had occasionally yielded to the so¬ 
licitations of those around her, and joined in die 
general merriment. Accounts from her husband 
continued favorable, but his return was still un¬ 
certain, and hope deferred sometimes made the 
heartsick. She struggled against this feeling 
of depression, however, and in the education of 
her children, and in giving and receiving good, 
found cheerfulness and contentment. 

“And when are we to have a party, ma’am? 11 
inquired Jenny, as her mistress mentioned an in¬ 
vitation she had received from one of the 
neighbors. 

“ We have a party, Jenny! I have not thought 
of such a thing.” 

u But sure ye will think of it. Pour invita¬ 
tions ye have accepted, and now comes our own 
turn.” 

u There is some truth in your reasoning, Jen¬ 
ny,” replied Mrs. Minton, smiling, 44 and perhaps 
I will ask a few friends next week.” 

“ Not a few, ma’am, when so many have been 
kind to us. The house will hold them all. The 
young ladies will soon have finished their patch- 
work, and then we may have a fine quilting.” 

Lizzie laughed outright at the idea of a quilt¬ 
ing frolic in her house, but the children clapped 
their hands with delight, and begged mama so 
earnestly to consent, that at length she began to 
think that the plan was rather a novel and pleas¬ 
ing one after all, and after a little consultation 
with Miss Nancy, gave her consent, and in due 
time sent her invitations and made her pre¬ 
parations. 

It must be confessed that visions of by-gone 
days came with ^-^distinctness to Mrs. Min¬ 
ton’s {MM, as sne^Kirveyed the supper-table, 
which ra compliance with the general custom 
was cfowded with a most unfashionable abun¬ 
dance and varjrtv. and she almost doubted her 
own identity,welcomed one after another 
of her guests 

Miss NancyhaBRiperintended the whole ar¬ 
rangements for the quilting, and the little girls 
saw with wonder and admiration the ease and 
celerity with which their pretty patch-work was 
converted-ffto a quilt. 


The work completed, play begun. 1 Thai old 
fiddler who was employed by the whele vUage, 
had been duly summoned, the large, old-fashion¬ 
ed kitchen was just the place for dancing. Every 
one seemed fell of life and spirits, and Lizzie 
could not but acknowledge that if some of the' 
charms of high-bred life were wanting, there was 
more real enjoyment at her quilting party than 
she had ever seen aft her city entertainments. 

The hour for supper had nearly arrived, but 
another cotillon was ceded for,and wife a bow 
and a smile, Dr. Lorimer begged fee honor of 
Mrs. Minton’s hand for the occasion, upbraiding 
her at the same time with remaining a quiet 
spectator of the happiness of other people. 

44 I enjoy it myself as much as any one, 1 can 
assure you, doctor,” was the laughing reply, u but 
you must excuse me from dancing. My little 
Mary here may take my place/’ 

44 1 have danced with my little pet twice al¬ 
ready, and once with her sister, and now I am 
justly entitled to dance wife their niother. Ton 
will not withhold my just dues.” 

“ Not willingly, but nevertheless I must de¬ 
cline dancing this evening. The absence of my 
husband is sufficietit excuse.” 

44 If you have no other reason for refusing to 
dance, Lizzie, we will head fee next cotillon,” 
said a well-known voice at her side. 

Wife a feint scream, lizzie turned hastily 
around and threw herself into the arms of her 
husband, while fee two little giiis with shouts of 
delight clung around him, claiming their share 
of attention. 

Mr. Minton had arranged his business sooner 
than he had expected, and hastened to return to 
his family from whom he had been so long sep¬ 
arated. He had not apprized hit wife of his in¬ 
tentions, lest she should be anxious for his safety * 
during a somewhat dangehms journey aft this 
inclement season. On arriving in fee village at 
a late hour in the evening, he hastily directed 
his steps towards his own house, and was sur¬ 
prised to find it brilliantly lighted up, and to 
hear the sound Of fee Violin as he approached. 
Gently opening fee door, he entered the kitchen 
unobserved, just as the doctor was urging his 
wife to join the dance. 

The music ceased and fee company stood mo¬ 
tionless, scarcely comprehending fee scene be¬ 
fore them, hat in an instant, a whisper of expla¬ 
nation passed from one to another, and a uni¬ 
versal murmur of sympathy was heard. 

" Our good neighbors will excuse us, lizzie,” 
said Mr. Minton, gaily, as he released his wife 
and children from Ms arms; “ and the doctor 
will forgive me for proposing myself as his sub- 
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sanrtain the fame* I am delighted to find so 
merry a party to welcowcme, and if you will allow 
■ty travelling dress and boots to pass uunehoed, 
w« viU taka our places at ones/' i * 

In another moment tbnuie struck np < the 
happy bat almost bewildered Lizsie witltdib/ 
her hus ban d to the head of ther dance; smiling, 
Dr. Lorimefr followed with little Mary; other 
couples rapidly took their places, and stt went on 
as if nothing had happened. . 

Then came the. supper^ and math and good 
humor prevailed. Only one alight accident 
occurred, and that seemed rather to increase the 
genera] me rriment Jenny, who had notbeen 
apprised of Mr. Minton's arrival, let fall a wait- • 
cr of lemonade glasses, aa she .saw him lead her 
mistress into the supper-room, mad at first al¬ 
most inetiaed to believe it an apparitfoo,;b*t wap 
at length recalled to her senses, and greeted hpm 
with a hearty welcome. . 

“And you have really g i ven up your resolu¬ 
tion to have ‘no neighbors/ Lizzie/? paid her 
hatband, after a long conversation upon the 
events of the past year. . 

“ I have, indeed, Heavy/' was the reply* *f for 
I have learned by sad experience, oar depen¬ 
dence upon those around as; I have often thought 
of your advice that I should mingle with my' 
neighbors, am} endeavor to gito and motive 
good, hut I little thought that I should givs you 
so convincing a proof of my reformation, aa to 
welcome you home to ^ quilting party." 
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WHY SIMON LOVELACE WAS NEVES MAIMED. 


BT FRANCES M. CHESEBORO*. 


Drab reader, it is a long story and a painful 
one, and only after an interval of twenty years i 
of hard contest with the dry details of this work¬ 
ing-day world, have I sufficiently benumbed the 
sensibilities of my too susceptible heart, so that 
I can bring the past before me, “ vis arvis” and 
feel the courage to confront it. With all my 
process of hardening, the dust of the warehouse, 
with its heavy bales of cotton, cannot wholly 
smother the sparks of romance and love, that 
gleamed like the delicate tissues of a pleasant 
dream, through the first years of opening man¬ 
hood. But the horrid nightmare that followed 
on this delicious dreaming, has filled my latter 
days with ghostly shadows and visions. 

I will not, however, linger on the outskirts of 
this land of joys and mortifications. It is a fact 
in the moral history of things, that dire humilia¬ 
tion follows swiftly on the heels of mental or po¬ 
etical exaltation ; and my poor tale will add 
another striking testimony to the great law of 
human actions that*runs like a silken thread 
through all our lives. 

I shall pass over the first years of my life. It 
has nothing to do with you, reader, and you 
much less with it. In fact, my own history 
seems to have lost itself in the one great event 
of my life. This was the crisis that swallowed 
up all minor events, and it is with difficulty I 
am forced to believe I had an existence previous 
to the time to which I allude, and even more 
strongly do I doubt my personality since. 

It is a wonder to me—as it would be to you 
did you know the susceptibility of my affections 
—that at the age af thirty I found myself un¬ 
married, and with scanty prospects in that direc¬ 
tion. £he truth must be told, mortifying as it 
is, that I am by nature as fickle as the winds of 
heaven, and never had I been able to choose 
from among the many pretty faces and graceful 
forms upon which for tea years I danced attend¬ 
ance, one, upon whpm I could rest my wavering 
affections. ^ , 

The dear creatures 1 how lovely they seem to 
me now > as seen through the glass of memory, 
with their sunny eyes and golden ringlets! This 
one grand weakness Tin my character proved my 
ruin, as you will see. 

I was at the age of; thirty—4f you will trust 
the vanity of an pl^ man's tale—the possessor of 
many valuable requisitions, in the shape of for- 
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tunc, good breeding, and agreeable person. I 
had always been so successful in winning the 
hearts of the fair oue9, that I grew rain of my 
power, and never dreamed but at die last mo¬ 
ment, when fate should compel me to wed, that 
from the crowds about me I should but have to 
select the one to make me blessed. In this re¬ 
spect I was right. My punishment came not 
through want of fidelity in woman,—faithful 
creature that she is,—but from my own fickle- 

like a summer bee, floating in a choice gar¬ 
den, I W flown hither and thither, u kissing 
each flower that was pretty and sweet,” until I 
had lost the power—if any I ever possessed, 
which I very much doubt—of concentrating my 
affections on any object, for any length of time. 

On leaving college, I espoused with consider¬ 
able zeal a profession, it matters not which. 
Suffice it, that it gave me admittance into the 
best circles of the small city in the Talley of the 
Connecticut where I considered myself too hap¬ 
py to be located. I was not a " fast young 
man,” never took pleasure in the dissipations of 
my comrades, bat sought my happiness in my 
profession, my looks, and the society of ^bmen. 
Consequently I left the hotel soon after my de¬ 
but mtn the fine old town, and took private lodg¬ 
ings with a widow lady, in a retired location. 
Having secured a favorable office-room on the 
nmm street, I found the retirement of my little 
back parlor, looking into a pleasant field, stretch¬ 
ing green and beautiful to the river beyond, a 
most agreeable change. 

Among the many families in which I was soon 
domesticated, was one that presented attractions 
over all the others, from the fact that here were 
offered more objects of interest, no less than the 
presence of three lovely daughters; each one of 
them possessing charms that would have riveted 
my attention in anybody. What was still more 
delightful, each had a distinct gift, superior to 
her sisters, and perfect in its own direction. 

Lucinda, the eldest, was strikingly beautiful. 
Barely had I seen such a combination of charms, 
comprising regularity of features with grace of 
person. When she moved abont the room, I 
watched her with a palpitating heart. She 
seemed like a queen in her majesty, moving 
with native grace among her willing subjects. 
When she bent upon me the light of her dark 
eyes, or Inclined her head with its wreath of 
raven ringlets, I involuntarily shaded my eyes 
to bar out a portion of the brilliancy that flood¬ 
ed in upon my senses. 

It horrifies me now, looking hack upon those 
foolish but Mistftil days, to recall the extrava¬ 


gant compliments that escaped my lips, when¬ 
ever I could catch an opportunity of revealing 
my adoratioti for her. I dread to think what in¬ 
advertencies tihfa homage to Lucinda's charm^ 
would have led me into, had it hot been for thd 
counteracting 'influence of the two younger sis¬ 
ters. For a tftne they acted as the equalizing 
power, although, as the Sequel of my tale will 
prove, they had no efficacy to shield me front 
the final disgrace. 

Kate, the second daughter, possessed no for¬ 
tunate charm of beauty, but to her had been 
given the higher gift of music. When as an ac¬ 
companiment to her rich voice, she touched with 
delicate fingers the strings of her harp, or rtmi 
lightly over the notes of the j piano forte, I frit 
the room and all visible objects swimming before 
my vision. On the sweet breath of song I was 
wafted from this terrestrial globe, and held com¬ 
munion with angels inspired With the melody oi 
song. > 

1 am passionately fond of music, and never 
before or since, though an old man now, and out 
of the region of romance, I say it—never have 
such strains fell upon my ears, as gushed from 1 
the lips of Kate. When with her X forgot the 
majestic beauty of Lucinda—in fact, I forgot 
everything, heaven and earth, and lived only for 
the time being in the ^iresence of my inimitable 
songstress. 

Was ever poor man in such* a dilemma ? You 
may be assured, reader, if you will trust to the 
experience of fifty years, that a man who lives 
till the age of thirty without allowing his affec¬ 
tions to rest upon some woman's heart, will as¬ 
suredly make a magnificent blunder—in plain 
words, make a fool of himself—to his own terri¬ 
ble humiliation, and the infinite amusement of 
that portion of the world denominated the fair 
sex, in the bestowal of his hand and heart. Not 
but he will arrive at the goal of matrimony at 
last, and find himself, mayhap, safely ensconced 
with the best of woman-kind for his companion; 
but he does not enter it gracefully, like a new 
light hark gliding towards its port, bounding 
with grace and beauty to its landing; but like a 
weather-stained hoik, beating and battling with 
the waves, rising and felling with the billows, 
driven desperately at lqst into the friendly port, 
with the vain show of independence written iq 
its creaking timbers, bat in feet claiming assist¬ 
ance and extorting pity. 

As I have said, was eyer poor man in such a 
dilemma? Nor was that all, for still another 
angeliq being waited to claim the homage that 
had been so generously lavished upon her two 
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Lucia, the youngest of the three, was neither 
pretty nor musical; but 0, so—I had said sensi¬ 
ble, btrt now at fifty I waive the expression, and 
say—poetical. Yes, she was a poet in more 
senses than one, gifted as her sex rarely are 
with the “ faculty divine/’ The moonlight was 
her forte, and my danger—for with the stars 
gleaming down on us, and Lucia’s upturned 
eyes glowing with the fire of genius, pleadingly 
turned now to the heavens, and then into my 
face. Ah! what perils lay in this path for me, 
an ardent admirer of the muses. 

Here were three great and terrible tempta¬ 
tions—beauty, song and poetry—all striving to 
gain ascendancy. I flattered myself in me they 
were all united, but as if to tantalize me, and 
test my constancy, they took three different 
forms. 

My days were spent in neglect of my pro¬ 
fession, in idle dreamings and impatient long¬ 
ings for the evening hour that was spent in 
the presence of my three divinities* First I 
thought it was Lucinda that charmed me most; 
then the remembrance of the harp-string, touch¬ 
ed by an almost magic hand, held me captive; 
and again I fancied that Lada claimed more of 
my homage. Be as it may, I was in a confused 
and trying condition. Should any of my male 
readers doubt this assertion, take for one hour 
my susceptible nature, and my position along 
with it If they, after an interval of twenty 
years, survive to tell their story, then, and not 
till then, sneer at the misfortunes of an old 
bachelor. 

There came a time at last when matters verg¬ 
ed to a crisis. Providence evidently saw my 
peril, and hastened to my relief. But 0, what 
trials did I pass through ere my purification was 
complete! Surely was I tried in a furnace of 
affliction. It is past, thank Heaven! and 1 am 
safe. Conjuring up the past, had almost made 
me forget that I was removed from the scene of 
my torture; but the sense of relief that comes to 
me now, convinces me that the storm has passed 
over, and although it has left me a scathed old 
trunk, yet the lightning is not now seething my 
tendrils, or rending asunder my branches; nor 
is the thunder booming over my head—again 1 
breathe freely, and thank Heaven ! 

It was on one of the finest evenings in Sep¬ 
tember, just before the sun had set behind the 
western hills, that being in an unusually pensive 
mood, I conceived the idea of taking a drive 
about the suburbs of the town, with one of my 
three idols, leaving it to circumstances to say 
which; I had no power of deciding. As I drove 
up to the gate, I caught a glimpse of Lucinda 


passing through the hall; and more than ever 
impressed with her beauty and grace, I extend¬ 
ed to her the invitation. Shortly was she seated 
by my side, and we were 4 dashing through the 
town with delightful, exhilarating speed. 

.As the sun sank out of sight, it left a reflec¬ 
tion of its crimson and gold in the beautiful 
river, upon whose banks we soon found our¬ 
selves. Everything in nature seemed to con¬ 
spire for my ruin on this lovely night. With 
painful distinctness do I remember each word 
spoken, every bird that sang; even the persons 
we met come before me now with vividness. 

Lucinda was unusually thoughtful. I caught 
the infection, and gradually our conversation 
turned to subjects of exciting interest. For the 
first time it flashed into my bewildered mind 
that Lucinda was in love with me. The truth 
is, I had been so completely overpowered by my 
state of feeling for each of the three, that I had 
hardly thought whether or not they in turn were 
conceiving for me a hopeless attachment. Now 
I had little reason to doubt the fact as regarded 
my companion, and forgetting every other claim, 
I poured into her delighted ear the history of my 
own love. We returned affianced lovers. 

That drive home was one of the most deli¬ 
cious dreams of my life. I partially awoke from 
it by finding ourselves before the well-known 
gate, and hearing the voice of Elate singing an 
accompaniment to her harp. I dismissed the 
carriage at the door, and passed into the parloF. 
Lucinda went directly to her room, to calm the 
agitation of her feelings, and I was left alone 
with Kate. t 

The moonlight fell upon the carpet, and threw 
a shadowy veil over the fair being before me. I 
was in a delicious “ world of lover's dreams,” 
with sensibilities awake to all romantic influ¬ 
ences, especially to moonlight and music. I sat 
down by Kate, and listened to her bewitching 
songs. She saw I was in a sentimental mood, 
and the inspiration passed from me into her souL 
So she sang song after song of the most impas¬ 
sioned melodies, with fitting words. At last the 
excitement of her feelings gave way, and as she 
bowed her head upon her harp, I could see the 
tears glistening in her soft eyes. 

What could I do ? What could any man hate 
done t Ah! I forgot my plighted vows, and only 
knew that I was in the presence of melody and 
love. Down on my knees I went in a rapture of 
delicious emotions, and more passionately did 
I plead my love than before. I came to my 
senses jnst as the responsive “ yes ” was being 
faintly whispered into my ear, and to feel the 

twining of a soft arm about my neck. 
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I caught my hat and rushed from the room. 
A* I was dashing past the arbor, I heard the 
low voice of some one inside, screened from my 
sight by the lattice work and flowering vines. 
Stopping to take breath—don't believe any oth¬ 
er impulse led me to the act—I soon ascertained 
that the reader was Lucia. She was reciting a 
poem, written from her own heart, and dedicated 
to me. Heavens! where is the man go free from 
vanity, heathen or Christian, bat would have 
lost his senses in such a scene. I was soon by 
her side. She again read over to me the sob g, 
which I transcribe to you, reader, as the only 
apology I can make for the enthusiasm of my 
feelings, and to prepare yon to judge lightly of 
the third act of indiscretion I was to commit: 

I sleep end dram of thee, tore, 

I sleep end dram of thee; 

In the silvery light of the pel# moonlight, 

I sleep hut to dram of thee. 

I wake sad think of thee, lore, 

I vafcS end think of thee; 

The breath of thy love Is around and above, 

I wake but to think of thee. 

I live but in thy smile, love, 

1 live but in thy smile; 

Sparkling bright in thine eyes’ mild light, 

I ttve but to see thee smile. 

Do not ask me if I resisted this last and more 
terrible than all temptations. The stars looked 
down calmly upon us; the moonlight made 
shadows on the grass at our feet, and Lucia's 
eye was upturned to mine in winning grace. 
Tes, a third tune for one day, I gave away my 
heart, hand and fortune, and inwardly groaned 
that 1 had so little to give. What was it in ex¬ 
change for what I had received! 

The Tillage clock striking the hoar of eleven, 
brought me upon my feet, and with a confused 
brain I started for my lodgings. My senses were 
•o benumbed by the incidents of the past even¬ 
ing, that I soon fell into a heavy sleep. Through 
my dreams flitting forms of beauty, and soft 
strains of music stole into my unbroken slum¬ 
bers ; then, as my sleep grew near to waking 
my lovely forms turned to vipers, and winding 
Themselves about my limbs and neck, spit upon 
me their venom, and choked my breath. 

I was at last relieved of my torture by a loud 
knock at my bedroom door, and the coarse voice 
of my landlady screamed : 

** What upon earth ails you, Mr. Lovelace ? 
Tour groans are too hideous to be borne! Are 
you alive or dead ? Your coffee and eggs are 
cold, and your boots have been blacked this 
hour." 

I sprang from my bed; I came out of*my 


sleep with senses as clear as the fresh air that 
came into my open window. Everything that 
had transpired on the previous day came before 
me with awful distinctness. I tore about my 
room like a madman. 0, groaned I, 0 that I 
was a disciple of Mahomet, so that I could 
marry all these lovely nymphs! What could 
bring me out of this dilemma ! 

I imagined each of my three affianced coming 
down to breakfast, with pale cheeks, and their 
secret trembling upon their lips; and again, in 
the evening hour, when the family were gather¬ 
ed, and each in turn should blushingly announce 
their happiness to their parents 1 I could get no 
further. I should be absolutely mad if I allow¬ 
ed myself to picture another scene. I rang the 
bell violently. My landlady appeared. I impe¬ 
riously demanded my bill. 

“What is the matter, Mr. Lovelace! For 
Heaven's sake! have you gone mad? What 
are you going to do, and where are you going V 9 

“No matter, Mrs. Jones!" I thundered out. 

Her hand was on the latch; she declared she 
would call in a neighbor, frilly impressed that I 
had become insane, and humanely wishing to 
secure me from suicide. 

“Mrs. Jones," I again repeated in a milder 
voice, “ I am going away. Business of import¬ 
ance demands it. Will you please remove your 
hand from the latch, and do my bidding ?" 

The calmness of my voice reassured her. I 
paid my bill, leaving in her hand, that trembled 
with fright and astonishment, an extra ten dol¬ 
lars, caught my portmanteau, and rushed out of 
the house. As I was passing through the gate, 
the good woman's curiosity could not prevent 
her from venturing one more question: 

“Pray, Mr. Lovelace, where shall I direct 
people who call for you ?" 

“ To Lucifer!" I muttered, my anger and de¬ 
lirium coming on again, as the theught of what 
I was leaving came forcibly upon me. Believe 
me, reader, there was a painful truth in the sav¬ 
age oath upon my lips—for in the agony of my - 
remorse, I verily believed that did I not go out 
to meet this dreadful adversary of my peace, he 
would surely overtake me, and laying his hand 
upon my shoulder, claim me as his companion 
in his travels throughout this world. 

The coach for the metropolis rolled past me. 

I swung my hat to arrest the driver's attention, 
and took passage. For a year I wandered every¬ 
where, never resting. I visited foreign ports, 
but found little satisfaction or peace of mind. 

On returning to my country, the first paper I 
looked into conveyed the startling intelligence of 

the death of Lucia H-. 
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/The tears are felling thick and fast; tkey fall 
from the eyes of an old man; they blind my 
paper. Memory sweeps over me with its old 
magic power. Ledgers and ware-rooms all pass 
on, far oat of sight, and before my vision comes 
the green banka of the Connecticut, the rustling 
-of the wind in the pines, and the song of the 
robin, and in this train comes flitting past me, 
beauty, grace and poetry. All with enthralling 
power attract my heart. 

0, Lucia, was it heartless coquetry that sapped 
thy young life ? No—I repel the thought! I 
loved her—but I loved them alL My fickleness 
was my ruin and their sorrow. These recollec¬ 
tions have changed me into a boy again. The 
busy tide of life rolling past my window dissi¬ 
pates my dream; I am an old,—0, painful 
thought,—an old bachelor! 
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A bark and stormy night in the gloomy month 
of November closed over the great city of Lon¬ 
don, that wondrous microcosm, and wrapped 
alike palace and hovel, park and square, temple 
aad warehouse, in its heavy folds. The awnings 
dapped and rattled in the blast, the swinging 
signs creaked upon their irons,, the trees in the 
open squares groaned in the surging breese, and 
the flaring street-lamps were reflected in waver¬ 
ing lines in the pools of water tliat collected fast 
beneath the rain that descended in sheetp rather 
than in drops. 

In a wretchedly furnished chamber in a crazy 
old tenement that stood by the help of abntting 
bondings, in one of those narrow streets that run 
at right angles with the Thames, sat a wan, wast¬ 
ed old man, in a leathern-backed arm-chair, 
cowering over the pale and struggling flames of 
a scanty sea-coal fire. A candle burned dimly 
on a light-stand by his side, and thereon an 
empty phial, a spoon and a cup, still savoring of 
some nauseous mixture, indicated, together with 
the aspect of the shivering, old nfan, that he was 
a confirmed invalid. 

A counterpane and blanket spread upon the 
floor, a ooi-bed, two or three chairs, spme cook¬ 
ing ntepsils, a rack containing aft incomplete set 
of ioekemith’s tools, composed the entire forni- 
taxttd the wrqfcfed room# Within the forlorn 








apartment all was silent and melancholy; but, 
mingling with the dash of the rain on the win¬ 
dow, and the roar of the storm without, rose the 
hoarse tones of a rough bacchanalian chorus and 
the jingling of cans and glasses that proceeded 
from a party of revellers in the room without. 

The clock of a neighboring church tower struck 
the hour of twelve As the vibrations were dying 
on the air, the door of the room opened, and a 
faint smile lit up the countenance of the invalid, 
as his eyes rested on the face of a young man of 
twenty-five, a handsome frank face, though 
traces of care and illness were stamped upon the 
features. 

The new-comer wore his left arm in a sling. 
He tossed aside his dripping felt hat and a rough 
frieze coat that he wore as a cloak buttoned 
round his throat, and advanced to the fireplace. 

“ My dear father/' he said, in an anxious tone. 
“ How do you feel now V 9 

“ Much as usual, Frank," replied the invalid. 
“ Life within me is like yonder flame—it burns 
low, with an occasional flicker, but there is little 
warmth in it." 

“ You will be better by-and-by, sir. Has the 
doctor been V 9 

“ Yes, he came here about an hour since." 

“ God bless him for his care of you ! Did he 
leave anything V 9 

“ He had no medicine with him, Frank," re¬ 
plied the old man. “ But he left this prescrip¬ 
tion," and the invalid pointed to a scrap of paper 
lying on the table. “He was very anxious I 
should take this to-night. But it is too stormy 
for you to go out again, Frank—I dare say it will 
do quite as well to-morrow." 

“ I care not for the storm," answered Frank 
Bedford, with an expression of pain and trouble, 
« but—" 

He left the sentence incomplete, and rising, 
paced the room to and fro, with irregular and 
irresolute steps. 

“ Hullo ! what's tho matter, Frank ?" said a 
rough voice—and a burly, ill-favored personage 
made his way into the room. He was a young 
man, but dissipation had done the work of years 
upon his face. There were lines upon his brow 
and at the corners of his face, which was deadly 
pale, though the eyes were bloodshot, and the 
lids red and swollen. 

44 Hush ! don’t speak so loud, Masters—my 
father lias just sunk into a doze. “ How came 
you up so late V 9 

“ Why I lay abed till twelve, you see/' an¬ 
swered the new-comer. “And then I’ve been 
having ajolly time with the old set below. Why 
the deuce didu't^ypu join V 9 
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" You know very well, Jack,” replied Bed¬ 
ford, " that I have no taste for such society. 
Even if your comrades were more reputable, do 
you think I could enjoy myself, out of employ¬ 
ment as I am, with this unfortunate lame arm, 
and my father requiring so much care?” 

" What have you been about to-day ?” pursu¬ 
ed Masters. 

" I've been seeking for work. I can afford to 
be idle no longer.” 

" The doctor said you mustn't use your hand.” 

" I can't help it, necessity says otherwise. 

" It was your own fault your arm Was injured. 
It was a mighty Quixotic deed to fling yourself 
before a pair of fiery horses that were running 
away, merely because a painted aristocratic doll 
in the carriage was in danger of having its pretty 
neck broke.” 

" I merely obeyed the impulse of my nature,” 
replied Bedford, calmly. “I did my duty and 
ho more. You would have done the same.” 

"Not I,” replied Masters,* with a sneering 
laugh. "I should have stood back and let the 
horses run. It would have been but one aristo¬ 
crat less in the world. But you were always a 
sort of gentleman in your feelings. Quite above 
your fellows. It was like you, too, never to an¬ 
swer that advertisement in the Times, which 
stated that if the person who saved the life of a 
young lady in such a street on such a day, would 
address X. Y. Z. he would hear of something to 
his advantage.” 

" I scorned to accept a reward for a service I 
could not help rendering. Besides I was jynply 
paid by the imiles and the thanks of that beauti¬ 
ful girl I bore in my arms from the wreck of the 
carriage. I could not appear before her as a 
mercenary claimant for reward.” 

"Ay—and so, rather than ask for what the par¬ 
ties would have been glad to give, you have ex¬ 
hausted your little savings, sold your watch 
and books, and are now, I suppose, reduced to 
your last ha'penny?” 

"By Heaven ! you are right, Jack,” said Bed¬ 
ford. " I haven't a penny—and here is a pre 
scription the physician has left, and I know not 
how to procure the means of buying it.” 

" See what a thing friendship is,” said Mas¬ 
ters, taking a coin from his waistcoat pocket. 
" Here's a half crown now. I reckoned on con¬ 
verting it to-morrow into good Hollands. Take 
it! never say I deserted a friend in distress. 
There it is.” 

" You're a good fellow at heart, Jack, I always 
said it,” said Bedford, taking the coin. "And I 
accept this money with the less reluctance be¬ 
cause I am going to put it to a better use than 


yon designed it for. 0, Jack, why can't you 
leave off that one evil habit ?” 

" Don't preach, boy,” said Masters—" bnt go 
and get yonr doctor's stuff. The old man will 
want it when he wakes up.” 

"Fooll” mattered Masters, when the door 
closed on the yonng locksmith. " He isn't quite 
starved to my purpose yet. Bnt misery will 
bring down his prond scruples. One evil habit, 
did he say ? He forgets I have five senses, all 
craving for enjoyment. Work! who would work 
in a city like London, with wealth hoarded np in 
millions round him, only waiting for the bold 
heart to snatch it? This key!” he mattered, 
drawing oat a small brass key as he spoke, " must 
be the passport to golden treasures. The old 
hanks would keep a pretty round sum in his 
safe. How strange it should have fallen into 
the hands of the only man, besides himself and 
Bedford, who knew it and its value. I suppose 
I must try the adventure alone. Well—well— 
the next enterprise I project, he $haU aid me. 
That loan of half a crown shall be repaid with 
interest.” 

As Masters finished this soliloquy, Bedford 
returned with the medicine, and thanking him 
for his kindness, bade him good night. The in¬ 
valid aroused from his uneasy slumber, and 
Frank administered the medicine. In a few 
moments, the effect was perceptible. His eye 
brightened, his breathing became more regular, 
he looked more like himself than he had done for 
many a day. 

" Frank,” said he, " I am afraid I shall never 
be able to repay your care.” 

" My dear father,” said the yonng man, "do 
not speak thus. Do I not owe everything to 
you—not only my life—not only the skill to 
which I owe my daily bread, bnt the knowledge 
and the taste that solace my sorrows and lift me 
above my humbler sphere?” 

The old man shook his head. 

"Life, my boy,” said he, " to such as we are, 
is a weary burthen; the skill yon speak of barely 
suffices to keep starvation at arm's length; and 
literature to the helot is bnt a questionable gift.” 

"I have not found it so,” replied Frank. 

" Has it never given you aspirations incon¬ 
sistent with your lot ?” 

"It has given me aspirations, father—and 
hope. Nothing is impossible to the strong heart 
and hand and cultivated mind. I look on the 
privations we endure as temporary—I promise 
myself to bend circumstances to my will.” 

"May the foture prove as bright to you as 
the past has been dark to me!” replied the in¬ 
valid. " Hear me, Frank. I was not always 
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the toiling slave that you have known me. My 
father was a man of wealth. But all that wealth 
was destined for my elder brother, and he fondly 
fancied that he would grace it with the tastes and 
accomplishments of a gentleman. He was mis¬ 
taken in his character—all that Rupert Harland 
lived for was gold—as the event has proved/' 

M Harland then was the family name ?" 

“ It was. For my part, though I was fond of 
letters, I did not disdain the mechanic arts, I 
amused myself with learning the locksmith's 
trade—and that confirmed my father in his no¬ 
tions that I would never do credit to the fiunily. 
Still the portion of a younger son was reserved 
for me. But even that I lost by my own fault 
I became enamored of a beautiful girl, the daugh¬ 
ter of one of my father's cotters. Despairing of 
ever gaming his consent, and too impatient to 
await the slow course of events, I married her. 
My father's indignation drove me from his doors. 
I never saw his face again. He died, unforgiv¬ 
ing, and left the whole of his property to my 
brother. I dropped the family name, assumed 
that we now bear, and came up to London to try 
my fortune. In this over-crowded mart of in¬ 
tellect and handiwork, success is the result of 
chance. I was of the many unlncky. My poor 
wife died in giving you birth. Since then, your 
life and mine have been a series of continuous 
struggles for mere existence. I have reached 
the term of mine; and I could die content, bat 
feat I know I leave only a legacy of trouble to 
you. 

“ My dear father, be of good cheer," said the 
young man. " Trust my augury of better days. 
But have you never made an effort to discover 
your brother?" 

M Never—too well I know the obduracy of his 
nature. Besides, my pride is equal to his, and I 
had rather starve than owe existence to his dis- 
datnfhl charity." 

Frank Bedford was not the only listener to 
tins tale, at the dose of which, father and son re¬ 
tired for the night. Eaves-dropping was one of 
the amusements of Mr. Jack Masters, and feel¬ 
ing a peculiar interest in the young locksmith, 
he had, during this revelation, remained with his 
ear glued to a crack iu the old door, retiring dis¬ 
creetly at its dose, lest peradventure Mr. Frank 
Bedford had discovered him, and chastised him 
for his impertinent curiosity. 

" So then," he mattered as he betook himself 
to bis dormitory; “Mr. Frank Bedford if not 
Mr. Frank Bedford, after all, but Mr. Frank Har¬ 
land. Harland! now I think of it, that's the 
name of the banker on whom I propose to oper¬ 
ate tomorrow. Well—-well—this Is a queer 


world. Harland! and the silly fools never work¬ 
ed that mine. As-ton-ishing!" 

# # * * * 

Midday! The dim sunlight found its way 
through gorgeous curtains into a small apart¬ 
ment, richly and thickly carpeted, on the walls 
of which hung several old family portraits. On 
one side was a book-case and writing-desk, on 
the other, stood in a small recess, an iron safe. 
There were two doors in this room—the first 
opening into the entry, the second into another 
room. 

Pale as a ghost, trembling in spite of the copi¬ 
ous libations he bad taken to inspire courage, 
there stood in the centre of the floor, no other 
person than—Jack Masters. 

“ If this isn't the most daring exploit man ever 
attempted 1 To enter a house at noonday! I'm 
astonished at myself. But desperation works 
wonders. Here’s the safe and here's the key. 
Aid me, Satan, for one minute, and I'm yours 
truly forever and a day." 

He applied the key to the lock and lifted the 
lid. It contained apparently, a mass of papers. 
Opening these careftilly, Masters's eye sparkled 
with lurid light as they rested on a well-filled 
pocket-book, which he instantly secured. He was 
proceeding to search further when he heard a 
footstep in the next room. Hastily dosing, and 
locking the safe, he vanished with his prise 
through the door which led into the entry. 

A moment afterwards, an elderly hard-featured 
man entered. He drew a repeater from his pock¬ 
et, consulted it, and then walked the room with 
hasty strides. 

u Time flies," said he; "l am waited for on 
'change and the fellow is not yet come. How 
confounded unlucky was the loss of that key. Old 
Trivet dead, his shop burned down! his jour¬ 
neyman nowhere to be traced—and the lock a 
secret. I wonder if James wiH be more success¬ 
ful to-day, than he was yesterday." 

The door opened, two men entered. One was 
the steward, the other our friend, Frank Harland. 

“ I have found him, sir;" said the former, and 
he retired, leaving Frank and the banker alone. 

"A locksmith ?" asked the banker, haughtily. 
“ You worked for Trivet, I believe ?" 

• * Tfll he died, sir," replied Frank. 

" Then you recognize that safe ?" 

" I do, sir—I put on the lock, myself." 

"Can you pick that lock ?" 

u I can. I constructed it myself." 

" Very well. I have unfortunately lost the 
key. I have urgent need of papers it contains 
to-day. You will open it. I will leave it un¬ 
locked-to-day, securing the room it stands in. 
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To-morrow you mU return and be ffepatw} to 
make another key.” 

The locksmith went to work. In a ^moment 
the safe was .unlocked, and, Frank stood beck, 
giving the banker the pleasure of lifting thelid 
himself. 

“ Ton are a good workman,” said be. “ What 
is the matter with your aned” 

“ I met with an accident three weeks agp.” 

“ Very well. Here are twognineas. Are you 
sufficiently paid 1” 

“ Too well. If I had change I would return 
you a portion of this money.” 

" Don’t talk to me of change. Pat up your 
mouey-T-and leave me—I am buy. Come back 
at the same hour to-morrow.” 

“ One moment, sir, if you please,” said Frank, 
whose eyes had been attracted by a portrait on 
the wall. “But pray whose likeness is that ?” 

“ That, sir,” said the banker, reddening —“ is 
a portrait of—of a member ,of my family.” 

“ It is very strange 1” said frank, musingly. 

“ Strange that I should have portraits of mem¬ 
bers of my family hanging up in my bouse ?” 

“ Ho, sir, not that—but—but the resemblance,:” 
stammered Frank. 

“ The resemblance to whom—to whom, air 1” 
asked the banker, uneasily, 

“ To my father, sir,” replied Frank* 

“ Your father! upon my word that’s good. 
I am very much honored, I assure you. Have 
you any more questions to ask about my pictures, 
air ? you seem to be a connoisseur.” 

Frank uttered a sudden exclamation. Direct¬ 
ly opposite bung the lifelike image of the beau¬ 
tiful young girl whom he had so lately saved 
bon destruction at the risk of his own life- 
“One word more,” he,stammered, pointing 
to the picture. “Pray, wbp is that !” 

“ My daughter sir,” said the banker* shortly- 
a And your name is— W 
“ Harland, Rupert Harlan d, I thought every 
one in London knew me. <£o now, and attend 
to your business—leave me the same privilege'.” 

“Harland! Harland?” cried Frank. “0, 
unde, don’t you recognise a family likeness.in 
my face 1 Don’t your heart tell yon tba) your 
nephew stands before you 1” 

“Is the fellow mad 1 You my napkewl I 
have no nephew. I had a brother—*t is true— 1 
but he is dead—dead 1” 

“ He is not dead!’’ cried Frank. “ Though 
this very day may end his suffering?. Yonder is 
hi? portrait, beside yours. I knew it m a glance,. 
though years, aud privatiou, and toil have wrought 
a fearful change. Yet them bjs puld eye#, 
bis look of, proud humility—the bearing ;of the 


gentleman that nothing can extinguish. 0, sir, 
listen to your better nature. Extend your hand 
and solace the declining and forlorn old age, or 
at least close the dying eyes of that poor old 
man. I ask nothing for myself, I am young and 
hopefuk fud shell soon be strong again; but I 
am unable to provide the comforts of life for my 
poor, dying father.” 

The banker stood silent for a moment, emo¬ 
tions were evidently struggling at his heart to 
which he bad long been a stranger, but evil habits 
mastered them, and after a moment bp appeared 
once more stern, calm, impassive. 

“ Let me bear no more of this,” he said, “ if 
you value,your liberty. A man in my position is 
accustomed to the tricks of impostors and knows 
how to deal with them. I am a magistrate, 
young man, and if I said the word, I could pre¬ 
vent your being of any aid to your father—if in¬ 
deed you hare one. Take this word of friendly 
caution, and begone. There is no occasion of 
your returning to-morrow. I will find a substi¬ 
tute for the lock you opened with such suspicious 
dexterity.” 

Frank essayed a reply bat his organs of speech 
failed him. And this was his uncle—the father 
of that .-girl whose face had haunted him like a 
spell for the past month! His heart swelled 
Within him as he left, hopeless, indignant and 
despairing, the princely mansion of the banker- 

He made up his mind to say nothing of the 
adventure to his father, as ho feared the effect of 
the agitation he was sure it would produce on his 
enfeebled frame. 

As he was entering, with a sad heart, his own 
miserable lodging-house, he encountered Mas¬ 
ters, who was on the watch for him. A glance 
showed that he had been drinking deeply, and he 
(tried to pas? him with a brief word of salutation, 
but he found he was not to be shaken off so easily. 

“ I’ve been waiting for you,” said Master?. 
“ I’ve important business with ypu.” 

“I roust see my father,” said Frank, per¬ 
emptorily. 

“ No hairy. The doctor has jut gone out, 
and says he is getting on well. I give you my 
word of honor, I speak the truth. Come into 


my room.” 

Frank followed Masters into bis room. J^e 
wm somewhat alarmed and annoyed whop be saw 
him lock the door and put the key in-hi* pocket. 
They seated themselves at a tabic, on which 
stood pipes anil tobacco, two tin cups, and a 
<paorternaf gin. 

“ Here’s to yon, my boy!” said the btuglar, 
filling the cups. “ What, you wont drink ? Then 
there’s .more, for me. Your health.” 
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"Ton (han't drink anymore. Jack,!' cried 
Frank. “ You’ve drank too much already. 
You're killing yourself.'' 

“ Well—what of it ?” replied the other. " I'm 
oo the high road to fortune, and can do as I like.” 

" Say rather, on the high road to the gallows,” 
replied Frank. 

“ Come, Frank—now really, that’s quite un- 
geutlemanly—quite unworthy of you,” hiccuped 
Jack. " For I know you’re a gentleman—a real 
gentleman, by George l and the heir to an im¬ 
mense fortune.'/ 

“ What da yop mean 1” cried Frank- 

“I know what I say," said Jack. “I'm all 
right, Frank Harland.” 

“ Harland! Then yon know—” 

"Everything, my hoy. Hum’s the word! I 
loveyou, Frank—I’ve loved you upward of six 
yean. Ah, we used to have good times at old 
Trivet’s. Well, well I there’s no help for it. 
Max and I have struck hands Jbr life, and I most 
be a lucky cove till l die in the gutter.” 

“ Not in. Jack,” cried Frank, earnestly. “ The 
moot inveterate inebriate may reform. Give up 
the bottle 1” 

“ The bottle is the drat round of the ladder to 
the gallows. I stand pgpq, the second,” said the 
burglar, gloomily. 

“ What do you mean,?” cried Frank* in alarm. 

“ Do you know this key 1” said Jack, holding 
up a small brass key. , ... . 

“ Know it! I forged it myself. It is the key 
of the banker’s safe.” • 

“Ay, boy, the same.” 

“ Yon stole in” , 

“I did not steal it. I saw it drop from the 
banker’s pocket, apd picked it up in the street.” 

“Iam glad of it—I breathe freer. Then you 
mean to restore it, aod claim the reward ?” 

“ Not such a fool as that. It has secured me 
one treasure—it shall unlock more." 

“ The banker has missed the key and sent for 
me to pick the lock. He will watchover his safe 
night and day till he has secured another lock.” 

“ Then that lay is dope with,” said the burglar. 
“ Frank, you're my ffUpid, I know.” 

“ Your true friend. Jack, so hqlptne Heaven 1” 

“ Then I’ll trust everything to you,” said Mas¬ 
ters, speaking each moment with more difficulty, 
as the liquor he bad drank operated on his brain. 
“ I’m going to make your fortune, and yog most 
take care of mine.” I^e produced a pocket-book 
and placed it in Frank’s hands. “ Take care of 
that, it's yours. Wake me up when you’vq read 
the papers in it—I’m sleepy—wake—me—up— 
pretty soon,” and dropping his head upon the 
table, he was s«on buried in a deep drunkensjeep- 


Frank opened the pocket-book and took from 
it a folded document. It was the last trill and 
testament of James Harland, of Harland Manor, 
Leicestershire, revoking a former will by which 
all his- property waa left to his elder sop Rupert 
Harland, and dividing his estate equally between 
Rupert and Francis Harland, his younger son, or, 
in die event of the latter’s decease, his son’s heirs. 

The perusal of this paper threw Frank into a 
strange agitation. The banker bad fraudulently 
suppressed this will, but then it had fraudulently 
fallen into Frank’s hands. After a moment’s 
hesitation, be resolved to carry it to his wu4e- 
Taking the key of the room-door from the pock¬ 
et pftbe slumbering thief, be made bis way out 
of the house, and in a few moments stood, un¬ 
announced, in the presence of the banker.' The 
latter was net alone—beside him stoo^l hif beau¬ 
tiful daughter. 

Before her father h#d time to otter the ax- 
^tarnation of angry surprise which rose te bis Ups, 
she sprang towards Frank, and grasped him by 
the hand. 1 

“My preserver 1” aha exclaimed. “Dear 
father,” sho added, leading the reluctant young 
man forward—” here is the brave young man 
who saved my life at the risk of his own, the per¬ 
son we bavq so long and fruitlessly sought.” 

“ Is it possible!” cried the banker. “ I am 
deeply your debtor, sir; and will endeavor to re¬ 
pay you by more than words. It is npt in the 
□Slurs of Rupert H a r la nd to permit any man tp 
remain his creditor. I pray yon to forgave the 
hasty wards I uttered this morning.” 

“ It is enough that you acknowledge ypp warn 
mistaken ip my character, sir,” repliedFrank- 
“ The gratitude exhibited by Miss Harland -more 
than repays pie for my slight suffiaringp.” 

“ Then you were hurt 1” cried Miss Harland. 
“ Yea wear your arm ova sling. \ How dreadful I'* 

“ It is nothing,, madam," said the lo cksmi th- 
“ I am fast recovering the use of my asm. Mr. 
Harlapd, I wish to say a few words ip. private 
with yon/’ 

“ Certainly, sir. Maria, my love, leave us 
alone, if you please”. 

“ Don’t leave the house, sir, without seeing me 
again,” said the young lady. 

Frank homed, and she retired. 

“ Now, sir,,” said , the banker, “ be septet if 
ypu please.” 

, “ Excuse me, sir," said Frank, “ 1 8 baU de¬ 
tain you hut a moment, Mr. Harland, yonr house, 
this room, was entered tori*y at noun by a 
.burglar.".’ 

“ Impossible I” 

. “It is top true, air 7 A person found the key 
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of your safe which yon dropped in the street. I 
restore it to you, sir—there it is. By means of 
that key, however, your safe had been opened 
before my services were called in.” 

" I tell you, sir,” said the banker," that is quite 
impossible. With my servants about—at noon¬ 
day—it could not be 1” 

" It was, sir,” said Prank, " and the proof is 
here,” and he handed him the pocket-book. 

The banker turned pale as he received it. 

" You seem the soul of honesty, and will re¬ 
ply truthfully to my questions. Are you acquaint¬ 
ed with the contents of this pocket-book ?” 

" I am, sir.” 

" You know then,” said the banker, "that it 
contains the last will and testament of my father, 
though I have suppressed it, and hold my proper¬ 
ty under the will which it revokes/' 

“ I do. And that it gives half of a. vast estate 
to my father, who is now sick and suffering the 
rigors of extreme poverty. I know, moreover, 
that nothing prevents the proving of his identity, 
and that, with that will in oar possession, we 
could blast your reputation and bring you under 
the strong arm of the law.” 

“ Then why did you restore it V 9 

" Because the will was stolen—and I preferred 
to place it in your hands, and to rely for restitu¬ 
tion on your sense of justice, blunted, but not I 
hope destroyed. I came to say to you, Rupert 
Hariand, you would have been childless but for 
me—but for me, you would be a branded felon- 
now use me as you will.” 

The breast of the banker heaved with mighty 
emotions—he gasped for breath—he shaded his 
eyes with his hands, and then, the teardrops 
burst forth in a shower, and he wept like a child. 

"God bless yon, Frank Hariand,” he said— 
" God bless yon—you are worthier of wealth and 
happiness than l am. Yon have conquered me; 
restored my earlier and better self. I cannot— 
I cannot, for my daughter's sake, acknowledge 
to the world that I have been a villain—but I 
can divide with my poor wronged brother all 
that I possess—all the vast wealth which mam¬ 
mon-worship has amassed. Tell me where my 
poor brother is Hving—or rather dying.” 

Prank gave him the address. 

"Let me go to him alone,” said the banker. 
" No one must witness the interview. Fear not, 
I will break it to him gently—tenderly. In the 
meantime, go to my daughter—she expects yon 
in tile next room. Tell her she has a cousin.” 

"And a lover,” thought the locksmith. 

The sunshine of prosperity soon restored the 
health of Francis Hariand, and when it was com¬ 
pletely re-established, the nuptial* Of Frank and 




Marin Harland were solemnized with the greatest 
splendor. If the old proverb be true that “ love 
laughs at locksmiths,” it was now proved, that 
locksmiths do not always laugh at love. 

Jack Masters, having expressed his repentance, 
and signified a desire to " leave his country fo 
his country's good,” was furnished with a round 
sum of money with which he took his departure 
for Canada, where it is hoped and believed be 
became a useful member of society. 
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IT’S ALWAYS MYL^CK. 

BY MM. M. B. BOBIirSOV. in , n , 

“ It* 8 about time to give up trying, and yield 
to the force of circumstance*. The tide of ill 
luck sets against me harder than ever. Really, 
brother John, I cannot stem the current much 
longer.” 

“ What has happened now?” 

“ You remember the handsome bay I pur¬ 
chased a few weeks since ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“ He had a slight lameness in one of his feet.” 

“ Yes.” 

“ Well, the trouble has been increasing, until 
the animal is a complete cripple, and quite unfit 
to use. I s’pose I ought to have expected some¬ 
thing of that kind; it's always my luck. You 
know I can never buy anything without being 
cheated, or do anything like other people. I was 
evidently born under a bad star. With some 
folks, everything works well without any appar¬ 
ent effort on their part. Neighbor Jones bought 
some railroad stock that paid him eight per cent, 
right straight along. Well, I went and pur¬ 
chased some stocks, too, and the result is, tfiat I 
will sell out to-day at twenty-five per cent. Last 
year Job Smith went into the hop business; he 
raised a large ficlc£ and disposed of e>ery pound 
at a handsome profit. This season I cut some 
two or three thousand poles, and tried it on a 
large scale. What is to come of it ? Why, of 
course, hops have taken a turn, and wont pay 
the cost of raising. Mr. Thompson got his house 
insured a few nights before it was destroyed by 
fire. Ten days after the disaster he got every 
cent of the insurance. I went and insured with 
the P. T. W. Company. When my corn barn 
was burned, containing much value iu various 
kinds of grain, instead of receiving the amount 
of the insurance, a rumor reached me that the 
concern had failed, which report was confirmed 
by the first newspaper that I happened to take 
up. 

“Last spring I planted my potatoes on a hill, 
and the dry weather parched up the soil and pre¬ 
vented a crop. This season I planted them on 
a piece of low bottom-land, and the rains wash¬ 
ed them out. It's always my luck. You know 
that com has been a good yield in thjs part of 
the country, and always been marketable. I 
have usually never tried to grow any except for 
my own use, but this year I thought I’d try it, 
and so put in five acres. I was a fool for doing 
it. A person of my hard experience might have 
known better. Just as though I could raise 


oora 1 Just as though I could do anything suc¬ 
cessfully ! I can’t sneeze like other folks, or 
blow my nose without setting it to bleeding • 
My com is scarcely out of the silk; there has 
been a heavy frost, and it will be hardly decent 
fodder for the cattle* That’s my luck. It’s just 
so with my beans-—the frost has got them, too. 
So mething will happen to me next, X shall 
break my ami or my leg, or choke myself with 
a piece of meat. Then again, if I was going to 
die, I s’pose it would ra^n, or thunder,. or some¬ 
thing of that kind. I’ve no doubt ray grave 
will be full of water when I'm buried. That’s 
my Jack—it wont leave me—it'll follow ap long, 
as there’s anything left of me. It commenced 
when I was a boy. 1 was late at school, caught 
whispering, throwing paper balls, pinching the 
boys, making wry faces at the master, carrying 
on pantomimic correspondence with the girls, 
and forever and, eternally an eligible candidate 
for a thrashing. The big boys used to beat me,, 
and the little onea stone me.; 1 .never got the 
medal but onoe, and then I lost it before I got 
home, for which 1 was maltreated the next day, 
by the douhle-fisted master. When 1 got large 
enough to go courting, some fellow was sure to 
get the girl I wanted, or the one 1 wanted was 
sure to give me the mitten. X was confounded, 
bashful, and was laughed at because I didn’t ap¬ 
pear natural in company. My work was found 
fault with. The tailor couldn’t fit me to a coat. 
If I rode out, I got tipped over, or run away 
with. When I got a situation, I was sure to of¬ 
fend my employers. I couldn’t go in swimming 
without having the cramp, or go hunting with¬ 
out being mistaken for a goose, kicked over by 
the recoil of my gun, bursting it up by over¬ 
loading* or hurting somebody in some way. It's 
always my luck.” 

“ You owe your luck all to yourself,” said his 
brother John. 

“Certainly; I expected you’d say,so; you 
always do.” 

“ You were ever wanting in forethought,” add¬ 
ed brother John, mildly. “ You never calculated 
chances, or made provisions for contingencies. 
When a mere lad, you would undertake a piece 
of work without knowing what you were doing. 
You have been a kind of unconscious sleep¬ 
walker since the day of your birth. You appear 
to be dreaming most of the time. You don’t 
reach conclusions by a logical process, but jump 
and flounder at them, or never reach them at all. 
So far as cause and effect are concerned, you are 
profoundly ignorant of both. The philosophy 
of the processes of Nature appears strange to 
you. If a shower comes up suddenly, you rath-, 
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er inigiM it wu gotten ip on purpose to m 
your load of hay. If the season if too dry ,ot 
too hot, it is just the mao—*11 on your account. 
Why, on), Kiton U as impartial as she can bo, 
tod cam no more about job, individually than 
she doe* about a gpaiahopper. Do yon uppoae 
sho maid stop out of her course to do you a 
petty piece of * pile ! Not a bit of it—she work* 
for the good of alt. Bat yon appear profoundly 
ignorant of it. Your continued ill Inckhas ha 
origin in your own; organisation. Yon proofed 
without method, aad do hot govern yourself by 
the sign* of the time*. Before planting hope* 
yon should have informed yourself whether the 
market was surfeited ; and a* for com, you put 
it izt too late, and on that part of your form 
which is first affected^ by frost. Perhaps yon 
may remember that I- predicted a poor crop 
while you were planting. But why did I ven¬ 
ture such a prediction % Simply because ci ream- 
stances warranted it—circumstances that entire¬ 
ly escaped yoor observation; and in. fact all cir¬ 
cumstances that affect your luck are unnoted. 
Why it is that yon do. not profit by experience, 
I am at a loss to understand. When yon got 
insured, you took yoor policy from a humdrum, 
Dckotty-rackcttj company* Ton were in similar 
foolt when yon bought the bay hone. A slight 
anamination of his foot would have satisfied you. 
that his lameness was incurable; bat the animal 
looked well, the owner told you it was ‘all 
right,' and so a fool and his money were 
parted.” 2 




" That’s comforting I’ 1 mattered the man of ill 
luck* 

"And the identical state of things prevailed 
when 70a bought into the Vermont Central Bail* 
seed,” continued brother John. “ Jones bought 
stock on the Boston and Worcester, which is al¬ 
ways up and pays good dividends. I couldn't 
help laughing whan 1 heard what you’d beta do¬ 
ing. Why, anybody hut an unlucky man would 
know better. Ton wouldn't have caught your 
wife doing inch a foolish thing., All the women 
and children in the neighborhood are better poet* 
ed about railroad stocks than you seem to be. 
There's no use in talking, though; it's always | 
your luck. Age baa now so crept upon you, 
that I fear it is too lata to outgrow your thought¬ 
lessness and want of method. It la to be ex- 

Hi 

peeled that you will plod on in the old track. . 
You work hard enough with your hands, but ■ 
don't do head-work enough for a haby. Just 
nuke one strong effort, my good, brother. It 
will he up-hill business, but possibly you may 
come to your senses enough to comphun lees of 
year ill fortune," 
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^That'll da, toother John,”said the grum¬ 
bler, with something like a smile. " I’m in for a 
blowing np when I mention my troubles. It's 
always my luck.” 

And so the brothers parted, one a little more 
thoughtful than when they met, but it li doubt¬ 
ful whether the other Was any wiser, or in a 
more promising way to improve—-for he had 
often heard the same kind of reasoning before. 
Probably he will continue to be an unmethodical 
person to the day of his death, and, grumbling 
in the old fashion, say, “ It's always my lack 1" 
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THE ARTIST’S STRATAGEM. 

BT MBS. M. A. DBSIS02T. 


"And bow/* cried Frank Ijumngton, throw¬ 
ing himself open a little mean, dilapidated sofa, 
"lam for the first time penniless. Not able to 
get a mouthful of bread, upon my sacred honor. 
Sell I what shall 1 sell V* he ejaculated, as if inre¬ 
ply So seme suggestion made by his interior, self; 
4i what hi fact is there to soil I That old bureau 
I paid—amazing sum, fifty cents for; no secret 
springs in it either. Wonder what it would' 
bring now ? Here's a sofa, trained thirty-seven 
and a half, and that old cheat, relic of my theat¬ 
rical foolery, contains a wardrobe that no liring 
tool but myself could wear—and that only for 
fanco,” he continued, rising and pacing the floor. 

The large, old apartment did look cheerless 
without a fire. To be sane there was a bright 
imitation of yellow Maze aad sombre smoke over 
the fireplace, with its black hearth, but it was, 
alas, painted, though by saeh a genial heart it 
had almost given heat to the canvass. 

There were many pictures scattered about— 
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several plaster caeto arttotfcatty amazed, brush- 
m, palette pencils kid in oonftuion on tfcd floor 
and table—an easel stood in the bast light the 
room afforded, a few chairsI ra na l Stiffly against 
the aapapend walls* 

Frank Lermington bad straggled with pov ert y 
all his HI*, he had been wild, but not dissolute; 
a dishonorable action had rteror atfcmed his rep- 
a tad on. With real genius, yet no means of 
stady, he had produced some incomparable por¬ 
traits— hot unknown and penniless, he could get 
but few orders* He bad ottee strutted on the 
stage, and there is no knowing to What histrion¬ 
ic honors he night have attkaed, hkd not a eta- 
gular pain forewarned him that the stretch of hie 
rocal power! was too much fbr him, coupled aa 
it was with his labor as aa artist. 

Still he was miserably poor, spite of bti coura¬ 
geous exclamation which he omitted not morn* 
tug or night. u Til be a great painter—I'll be 
something yet, in spite of it all/ 1 
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Frank was sapper lees and thtrsfore hungry. 
His only acquaintance in the city had gone out 
of town—and what young man of spirit would 
get trussed for a skipper f Zounds 1 to long for 
a piece of bread 1 It was too bad 1 

He put on Ms hat, wrapped his Cloak grandly 
over his threadbare garments, and passed out into 
the entry, walking slowly. On the landing at 
the foot of the stairs he met the old widow lady 
of whom he hired his room, and owing only one 
week's rent, boldly wished her a good evening* 
She was a lady-like woman, and rarely spoke to 
her boarders, but to-night she felt commu¬ 
nicative. 

" We're fixing for a party, Mr. Lsmington, 
and if we might have the honor of your compa¬ 
ny, I'm sure my daughter and myself will be 
much pleased " 

** Your daughter I" said Frank, standing adQ 
for a moment, with ode foot on the lower stair, 
u I was not aware yon had a daughter—I have 
never seen any one but yourself." 

> “ O, she's been to school all her life," answer¬ 
ed the rrmplo landlady, "and on her coming 
home to stay, I feel as if die ought to have some 
sort of welcome of die kind, and so I'm going 
to let her have a party. She hasn't had one, 
poor thing, since her father died." 

"And when will your party take place!" 
asked Frank—he had much rather she had invit¬ 
ed him to supper. 

" O dear, that's what darting and I are in 
such a strait about ; for §he great room on the 
ground floor, just back of this one, sir, wants 
whitewashing, and the kitchen too; yet not a 

nrliitinrailiur A«n T Cnw lAira aw Winaao Od Okfia 





** O dear, that's what darting and I am in 
such a strait about; for the great room on the 
ground floor, just back of tide one, air, wants 
whitewashing, and the kitchen too; yet net a 

white washer can I get for lore or money at Ait 
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taytto t; not tor *h6Je weeks; add the party's 
put for Thursday; that's in two days, yon see." 

A scheme flashed through Prank's clever 
brain. “T cannot starve,” he thought, “ I will 
not beg, bttt I most hare something to eat while 
I am finishing Ella's picture. My good Mrs. 
Blake," be answered, idler a moment's seeming 
consultation with memory, “I think 1 know a 
man who will do your whitewashing in two days." 

“Pm so glad!” exclaimed the little widow, 
d u rin g her hands. 

m He is rather singular though about his terms 
—he doesn't charge the usual price, but is con¬ 
siderably more reasonable; but he would expect 
to take IjJs meals here. He has been, you under¬ 
stand, a sort of gentleman, but—” and Frank 
would have gone on butting till night, had not 
the landlady interrupted him. 

“O, all the better,” cried the widow. "I'll 
gfvn him what he asks and his meals beside; 
bat I shaVt want him to come you know till 
Mae or half past.” 

m PH engage him,” said Prank, amf then ad¬ 
ded as he went out, “ that's better than poison or 
pistols, young man; and he sure if you're 1 brave 
you'll always get out of difficulty. Ton must of 
eodtse go without supper to-night; but by get¬ 
ting up at daybreak, working hard at the picture 
Sir ftmr hours or so, now that it is nearly cbm- 
pteeed, you'll get it done this week, old fellow. 
Courage, Frank, and thank your mother and the 
stars that you're not too proud to Work at any 
tiling that’s honest.” 

Prank took a long Walk, and could not avoid 
passing by pastry shops and eatingrooms from 
whence bis own hungry humanity snuffed the 
savory scents eagerly; but afterwards laughing 
at himself, and repeating occasionally, “ too bad 
—too had,” be hurried on home. His walk had 
done him good—and made him ravenous, too. 
What was Ms surprise on entering his loflely 
dumber, to find upon the table a brown paper 
package; and what Ms farther state of aston¬ 
ishment, when upon carefully undoing it, out fell 
a neat supply of sandwiches—new white bread 
thinly covered with butter and mustard, and 
tacked between “ fresh, sweet bacon, fat and lean.” ‘ 

* O joyful surprise!" exclaimed Prank, ex¬ 
tending theatrically his right hand and the sand¬ 
wiches---” but where the dickens did they come 
front f What good angel, or good fairy, or good 
creature of some sort^left them here, I wonder?” 
For a moment he stood thinking; then swallow¬ 
ing Ms amazement with a large bite of bread 
and bacon, he seated himself and had a good 
■ upper. " Only,” he muttered—“it would be 
so nradi more delirious with tea.” 


M 

O discontented mortals that we? are f Who cab 
lay bis hand on Ms heart and say " I want no 
More!” 

Here 1 was fbe Secret of the sandwiches. Susy 
Blake saw the briber interesting and handsome 
young artist go ont and pass by the window. 
Her cousin, a dashing girl with a small fortune, 
had sat for he* portrait, and hi her letters to the 
boarding-school Susy, she was forever eulogizing 
the “divine Frank Lemington and his studio.” 
Sasy drew her own conclusions from this—and 
anticipated being asked to the wedding. Susy 
was romantic, and almost crazy to see a painter’s 
studio. “It must be very beautifai,” she thought, 
“and if mother don’t see me, and he's gone—ITI 
jdst run up and take a look.” Now the young 
lady was engaged far a picnic far the morrow, 
one of those free and easy kind where the frol- 
ickers carry their own refreshments, and she held 
in her hand a small brown paper, carefully fold¬ 
ed over a goodly number of sandwiches. This, 
without thinking, she still retained, as she ran 
cautiously up stairs. The key she carried, ex¬ 
actly fitted; the lock swung round, the door 
flew open, and she was for the first time in her 
life within the hallowed precincts of genius. 

Weil, Susy found notMng very wonderful 
there, but she walked round, admiring the very 
fine paintings, and stopping Acasionally before 
one worthiest of her admiration. It was the 
face of a beautifai gfrl, and the expression was 
angelic. As Susy stood there, her hands de¬ 
murely folded, her hair, which was very bright 
and pretty, falling softly and cloud-like over her 
shoulders, a sweet smile of satisfaction and ad¬ 
miration upon her handsome features, a close 
observer might have detected some likCness be¬ 
tween the girl aud the picture. The same soft 
bine eyes, over which the setting sun threw a 
mellow lustre, the same transparency of complex¬ 
ion, the same Sweetness of expression. 

“Who can it be?” thought Susy, going me¬ 
chanically to the window—“ mercy, there he is!” 
she added, In the same breath, for the artist was 
just then entering the house; and without & 
thought of sandwiches, away she flew, locking 
the door and hastily ensconcing herself in her 
own snug little chamber, one flight higher. Thus 
you see how Providence sent a supper to the 
penniless printer. 

Susy never remembered her luncheon until 
she was going away next morning. Poor Susy, 
her cheeks were like crimson; “ what will he 
think of me ?” she whispered, after looking over 
her store of cake and fruit, forgetting that he 
could of course know nothing about it. 

Onj^ following morning Prank was up be- 
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times. He felt a little faint,, butfoea, thought 
he, “I shall get a good hreakfaat by-and : by, and 
money enongh to-morrow to keep me till neat 
^eek; then I hope my pafoon will he liberal, for 
really I think I hare done myself justiceand; 
he gazed, with hand and brush suspended, upon 
his work. 

It was nearly nine. Frank sat before his 
easel in a shabby, genteel dressing.gpwn, well 
adorned with huge tassels. Thrown rather fop¬ 
pishly over his jetty curls was a really rich cap, 
embroidered with silk and gold thread, and far¬ 
ther ornamented with a broad gold band. The 
door suddenly opened; a lad and a young lady 
entered; the latter, in *11 but her extremely fash¬ 
ionable dress, very much like £>osy Blake. A 
flush mounted to Frank's cheeks and his eyes 
sparkled with pleasure. He sprang rather than 
arose from his ch^ir, and stammered something 
about bis dishabille. 

“ O, never mind," said the lady* refusing with 
& motion of her hand the chair. he offered her. 
“ I only called in to tell you I and Charley will 
be ready to sit again on Monday. When is the 
exhibition to take place ?” 

“ Not for some two months yet, so there is 
plenty of time," was the answer, laying his 
brush on the table, and wiping his bespattered 
hand on his dreas^g-gown. 

“ 0 plenty," whs the lady's answer, “ good 
morningand she went out taking the sunshine 
with her, leaving the artist standing as if spell¬ 
bound. 

“Alas, what it is to be poor!" he exclaimed 
bitterly, throwing off his cap, almost angrily, 
and divesting himself of his dreasing-gown. 
“ She, so beautiful and an heiress, will never 
marry me, I fear, although she isao encoura¬ 
ging and gentle in manner* and 1 sometimes 
dare to think she loves me. But a truce to this 
—to business now. Let us see if Madam Blake's 
daughter is as pretty as her cousin." 

Saying which he went to foe old chest and un¬ 
locked it with a rusty key. Such an assortment 
as that yawning lid disclosed! tarniphqd gold 
and silver ornaments—threadbare cloths and silk- 
bare velvets. Old shoes with enormous buckles, 
iu short, the whole display was a$ motley as.it 
was profuse. Selecting a large red wig, a long- 
waisted, spotted and wrinkled coat, and some¬ 
thing like a butcher’s apron, a set of false whis¬ 
kers and eyebrows, he laid them out for inspec¬ 
tion. They answered well, and he proceeded to 
transform himself from the highly talented 
Frank L—, to a respectable looking man of 
all-work. 

“That'll do," he muttered before his little 


mirror, “ my best friends would. not know me 
now." 

His best friend or his worst enemy could pot 
indeed have recognized, in the blowsy, coarse- 
looking face, any resemblance to Lqmington-r-eo 
complete was bis disguise. 

Going down hastily, he fold his hostess that 
he was foe man . sent by foe painter to white¬ 
wash. , She was ready for him—but first, would 
not he like a little breakfast? He looked cold. 

No objection in the world, thought Frank, as 
he demurely assented; and sitting down, he did 
himself justice, and astonished foe widow, who 
saw she had the worst of foe bargain; “but, 
poor man," soliloquized the good-hearted wo¬ 
man, “ who knows 1 Maybe the poor thing has 
not had a good meal four a week." Frank was 
by himself nearly all foot day; but foe next, 
Susy had returned. She stood at the great 
kitchen table, her sleeves turned up, and her fair 
white arms immersed in soapsuds to the elbow, 
her dark locks turned coquettishly over, foe tips 
escaping in charming little ringlets. They did 
not of coarse mind foe whitewasher; and so 
Susy rattled on, happily unconscious of the 
beating heart and wandering glances of the 
stranger towards herself. * 

“ How much she is like her cousin," he thought,, 
“ yet how unlike. More beautiful certainly iq 
her simplicity, than she in ker finery* yet Marie 
is lovely, and alas, I fear beloved." Ppon this, 
he sighed so hard that Susy turned half about 
and wondered what that noise was. 

“ Mother," said Susy,—the bustling little wo¬ 
man was lighting up the big oven—“ did. yon 
say you had invited our lodger up stairs—I 
mean the painter." 

“ Yes," replied the widow, hastily retreating 
foom a cloud of pine-wood smoke* and then lus¬ 
tily using the bellows. t 

“Didn't Cousin Marie ask you to?" contin¬ 
ued Susy, rinsing the tumblers that were to be 
put in requisition the night following. 

“ To be sure, she did; you know sheVsittfo', 
for her pitter," replied her mother. 

“I thought there was a face upfoejrefoat 
looked like her, only better." 

“ Gracious me I” cried foe widow, foming 
round, while foe whitewash brush went amazing¬ 
ly slow; “ when did you see a face up there— 
what do you mean 1 when was yon in thft man’s . 
room ?" 

Susy's complexion was crimson all over. 
However there was no alternative—foe story 
of her visit and foe sandwiches most be told. 

“ Ho, that's foe secret 1" thought Frank, stop¬ 
ping his work, and giving foe wig snch a turn 
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over with one hand* tha^ it came nee* &dliag off. 
Luckily, nobody saw it. 

44 Well, Susan, all I’ve got to say, is,,^at 
you are served jus* right, going info the lodgers’ 
rooms that way; pretfy manners.” 

41 Don’t Marie go often ?” asked the yoong 
girl, quite subdued. 

44 Yon know Marie isn’t the. kind of person I’d 
hare yon copy, Susan; you know she always 
was bold and forward, and has bad lover* over 
since she was twelve years, old, yes, and jilted 
them, too.*’ 

Susy was silent f?r a moment, then she said— 
4i I think she likes the painter. By the way she 
used to write to me at school, I concluded they 
were engaged, and going to bejnarried*” , 

44 Whew i” whistled Frank to hima^lf^-and 
whitewashed vigorously. » . 

4 ‘ Well, I don’t know,” continued the widow,. 
44 hot it’s my private opinion, the young man is 
poor. Anyhow, he don’t have many calls.” 

44 Fact 1” put in Frank, sotto voce. 

“And I’m certain Marie wouldn’t spta^y,as she 
herself says, less than ten thousand.” 

44 Then she wonldn’t many me,” thought the 
whitewashes beginning to think Susy extremely 
beautiful and graceful, as she went about so dur 
tifully working for her mother. 

44 For my part, I’m. glad I haven’t brought you 
up with such notions. A good decent trade and 
something a leetle beforehand, is enough to make 
any girl contented,” said the mother. , 

44 Well, it’s my opinion,” said Susyv “ that Ma¬ 
rie is really in loye this time, and I’m sure she 
couldn’t find a handsomer man.” 

Frank’s complexion took the hue of his wig. 

44 Handsome is that handsome does,” re¬ 
marked the widow, very pithily. 

Not five minutes after, with, greatrustling and 
slynr, in came Marie. 

44 How busy you are,” she cried, laughing. 

44 Too see my hands are in the dough,” said 
Susy’s mother. 

44 And mine in the snds,” cried Susy, gaily; 
“ bat stop, I’ll get you a chair.” • 

44 No, don’t trouble yourselves—but how nice 
you’re going to look! may a body speak to you 
after in* day ! I hope, aunty, ypu've asked Mr, 
Lemington. I’m glad yon haveshe added in 
a voice of satisfaction, as the widow responded, 

44 aim be a love of a man.” 

* He's a nice man I should think,” said Susy, 

44 Nice man—I guess he is; just look at Jiis 
genius. Papa says he can’t fail to be at the. 
head of his profession in * few years. 1 think 
he’s a beauty.” 

Frank retreated into one of the thirty-six co^ 


n 0 f*tot composed the oW ftshloue* kitchen* 
He taught to himself “perhaps after all it is 
ttm this beautiful guriloves me,madia willing 
to acoept,myigenins in lien of moneju-and she 
would . berng me^-gold. Xea^’ he menially ad- 
ded, “but what is gold wjtanAtte sweetest vir* 
tnes of womanhood ?” Then his thoughts re¬ 
verted to ta enpperlaes eveningT-aad oo the 
whole he felt, that with * fortune brought him hy 
a lovely wife, and his own feme, which in such 
a case would bring him,patronage* he should be 
happiestlHm he was them' 
yWhoittat fright?” he beard Marie whia^ 
per ftom kis corner“what & scarecrow 1” 
“Lshpll wear white to-morrow,” said Busy, 
44 and. uywreadtafnatural rose*,” 
f 4 hnd I intend *> be dropped in the very dress 
Pm to be painted in,” 

f 4 Ah, you,mqan to captivate the yoopgiwta,” 
said, Susan, archly* 

i 44 No trouble in the world about that,” replied 
Mario, laughing, again, and speaking very confi¬ 
dently—** all men are easily captivated* I rath* 
er think he’s caught before this.” 

“Not so sure of that 9 ” ejaculated Frank, 
glancipg at the sweet, artless face of one cousin, 
and, it struck, him for the first tap* ta bold ex¬ 
pression of ftie other. f r 

44 There 1 I’ll declare if there eiut the wood, 
and not a soul to split and saw it. Do you ever 
do such jobs, good 1X111X1 - 
44 0 yes,” replied Frank, “ but I couldn’t till 
to-morrow.” , 

44 .Well, I’ll have it put in the woodshed, and 
you shall have the job. ; Somehow I tike ypu; 
I think you’re an honest workman.* I declare, 
girls, he's got the queerest hair. I’m sure some 
of it is coal black. I shouldn’t wonder if he’d 
been using hair dye.” 

“Fortune has smiled upon me,” thought 
Frank, carelessly, as that evening .the landlady 
brought up three letters, saying, as she gave them 
to him, that she had been to his room with them 
long ago, but he was out. 

He opened the first. It was an order for a 
painting by a very rich and munificent gentleman. 

44 Brave I” cried Frank, snapping his fingers. 
The seopnd was from his only bosom friend and 
contained only matters of private importance— 
but the third! he broke ta seal lightly, threw 
his eyes over it, sprang up, looked,at the signa¬ 
ture, and then in his enthusiasm, overthrowing 
a chair and a small table, he shouted at the top 
of his[voice, “hurrah;” and ta n with dumb 
signs capered round the room—his face glowing, 
his eyes almost on fire with intense joy* 

“ Well, I tell yon what* Frank Lemington,” 
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be exclaimed, "standing before hie MttleuilrtW, 

" that teller was a regular stunner—excuse him, 
be didn't often use slang worcls-^lo think that 
the old West Indian should rentttaber me; 
eighty fttousand—hurrah! throw up your cap, 
Frank, you're a wealthy man and a match for¬ 
ay, even for Marie." 

The feet was, this momentous letter informed 
Mm of the decease of an old second unde, whom 
he had long foigotten, but who had resided for 
the fault two years in the vioinity of the city. 
Haring no heirs bnt Frank, he had generously 
remembered him in his will, and left him, besides 
his house and grounds, eighty thousand dollars. 

"Wow the young artist mast be at L— 
said the letter, " early the next day." "But the 
old lady 1 ! wood/' thought Frank. " IH be 
home in time and see the fen out." 

Andeo he was. Chuckling within himself he 
donned his frightful wig, and with fee addition of 
a p&if Of ragged overalls, he commenced his work. 

It was fea night of fee party ; fee whole house 
was brilliantly illuminated. Richly dressed 
belles and beaux were promenading in at fee 
front entrance, while Frank, laughing in his 
sleeve, sawed wood at fee back—in a shed where 
fee widow had hong a little oil lamp. 

Dame Blake was neither rich nor fashionable; 
she had her own, independent notions of fee fit¬ 
ness of things; hence at an earlier hour than 
fashion required, she had refreshments served. 
Frank stood wiping his forehead, thinking the 
farce wouldn’t pay, when he heard voices. 

"Why do you suppose he hasn’t come yet ?” 
inquired Marie, anxiously. 

"Ican*t think," answered her cousin; then 
she added, lightly, " you are certainly bewitched 
wife him, for you have seemed so dull, so unlike 
yourself to-night." 

"Psllkw," returned Marie in a vexed tone, “I 
don’t care two cents for him only to flirt wife.’^ 

w Bay yon so ?’’ whispered Frank to himself. 

"0 feat is wicked, Marie, and you will get 
him to love you dearly." 

"Of course I shall returned Marie, coldly. 

"And then turn him off 1" 

" Yes." 

" O Maria, you think he is poor, but I assure 
you a gentleman who was here to see mama to¬ 
day, assured us feat Mr. Lemington had just had 
a handsome fortune left him by an uncle, who, 
dying, bequeathed him all his property." 

" Is feat So 1" inquired Marie, with energy; 
"then don’t say another word, I’ll marry him." 

" If you can ?" queried Susy, slily, laughing. 

" No fear of that," returned the other; " he’d 
give aH he’s worth for a smile from me, now*” 


" Would he 1" said Fran* to himself. 

" There, the poor wood-sawyer," cried Susy, 
"Tin going to send him out a plate of cake." 

" That old curmudgeon! he’s a perfect fright," 
replied Marie, crossly. " I wouldn’t trouble my¬ 
self about him." 

"But he’s poor—he works hard—he shall 
have some cake," persisted her gentle cousin. 

Frank sat as if exhausted on a monster log. 
Something in white garments, looking like an 
angel, came out and offered him refreshments. 

" God bless you, beautiful creature," he utter¬ 
ed earnestly. Another moment and she was gone. 

How noble and handsome he looked—Frank 
Lemington—as he entered fee widow’s room, 
his face beaming wife happiness. 

Susy modestly shrank back in the crowd; 
Marie welcomed him, paying him every atten¬ 
tion in her power—using every fascinating art. 
Her heartbeat high; now he t«w rich, she allow¬ 
ed her selfish self to love him, and she madly 
worshipped him. 

In rain all her arts. Frank sought the blush¬ 
ing cousin, and astonished, she knew not why, 
she still could not but note the expression of his 
glance. It was very sweet to her, " but why 
should he seek me?" she murmured, "When 
there ip Marie, so much richer and more beauti¬ 
ful V 9 In a few words he told her why, and to 
Marie’s anger, grief, indignation and remorse, 
Susy Blake was Frank Lemington’s betrothed— 
fee " little Busy Blake—feat poor, unaccomplish¬ 
ed thing. Pshaw 1” 

Frank and Susy were married. They had 
a splendid wedding, and forthwith removed 
into their beautiful house. 

One day Susy was startled by the entrance of 
fee white washer, red locks and all. He seated 
himself familiarly upon the rich lounge, and re¬ 
garded the lady wife his old, strange stare. 

" Who are you ? what do you want ? Mr. 
Lemington is not at home,” she repeated rap¬ 
idly, rising and facing fee door. 

" Susy," exclaimed fee strange apparition, 
inclining his head sideways, and s milin g most 
hideously. 

"Good heavens, sir, leave fee house, now!" 
cried Susy, indignantly, crushing the rose Frank 
had placed in her bosom In her agitation. 

Throwing off his hair, his whiskerB, his false 
eyebrows, Frank held out his arms. Susy rush¬ 
ed into them wife a scream of delight—"it can’t 
be yon was he, 99 she cried, laughing till the 
tears ran; "whatdid yon do it for?*’ 

" No matter what I did it for,” he answered, 
kissing her beautiful cheek, " since H gained me 
a true, loving wife." 
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Jack Cautsk>kt was engaged to Mtof Me¬ 
linda Winkle, the only daughter of a recked 
Mwhuk when she .was quite a child, and then 
started for Paris, where he was to stitdy-jnedb 
cine for four yean; alike .expiration-of which 
tune. Miss Winkle would he njnetaeiMSnd ready 
to asstupe the duties of a matron. There was 
no necessity for Jack's studying medicine, as he 
had an ample fortune, bat old Winkle insisted 
that he ought to have a profession. From time 
to time he heard from and of Melinda, and learn* 
ed that she was growing op very beautiful, ,and 
so eh&aged that he wouldn’t know her. 

His studies completed. Jack hastened homp, 
end no sooner arrived in Boston* than he went 
in search of Torn Winkle, to learn how his sis¬ 
ter was—old Winkle lived on a fancy farm about 
forty miles from Boston. Tom told him that his 
sister had grown np handsome and’ attractive— 
that she had received a first rate education, and 
was witty and accomplished; but that she had 
beat infected with the Bloomer mania, and noth¬ 
ing could core her of .her ridiculous determina¬ 
tion to wear pantaloons, and adopt the habits of 
the ruder se^. He said that his father had re¬ 
monstrated in vain, and that nothing could cur? 
her of her folly. 

Now Jack abhorred an unsexed woman, and 
in spite of his solemn engagement to marry Me¬ 
linda, he resolved,.if he failed to convert.the 
yooag lady to his ideas of propriety by a system, 
of tactics he had rapidly conceived, he would 
abandon her to some less fastidious suitor. Hav¬ 
ing imparted his prqjeet to Tom, he started by 
railroad for Winkle Lodge, and in a couple of 
boon was shaken warmly by the hand by Mr. 
Winkle. The old gentleman prepared him for a 
gnat change in his daughter, and hoped he 
would not be too ranch shocked at her costume. 
So muck premised, he introduced the lover to 
the presence of his lady and her, coasts Maria, 
a very pretty girl, staying with her to ke^p her 
comp a n y . 

Melinda wore a jaunty black velvet riding-cap 
b en e ath which her hair appeared, cropped shprt 
like a man’s; a frock coat, bat toned up to the 
throat; a pair of faultlessly-fitting pantaloons, 
and little high-heeled boots. If she had been a, 
vaudeville actress, Jack would have been delight¬ 
ed ; but he was very sorry to aee.a la^y-so inti-, 
mately a sso c i ate d with his happiness, in this, 
equipment. She, however, was qvidchtij ptoqd, 
of the independence she exhibited. 


Jack U»asd her; hukh» kissed h<rcoaak^to<n 
net entirely to the faiwfimtion of, the. Keener. 

just going out to shoot woodoeoks I” 
said MeUade.; “ there’s my gun in the comer. ”. 

■ "Do yon ride,as well as shoot 1” ashed Jack. 

"Do I ride 1” exclaimed Melinda. “1 don't 
do ,anything nisei. I've just bee* putting my 
hone np to stone walls; he'll make« 
foncer,” . 

“ Ofnoorse you discard the ridoenddle \". 

"Not so bad as that," replied the Bioomqr, 
stiflhtiv Uushkus. 

"I’m going to see to my grapes, Jack,'* said 
qld Winkle; “so you most tokoicere of the 
ladies." 

"Dear girl," arid Jack, address** Marin, 
when Winkle had retired, " though I humored 
Mr. Winkle’s joke, when he introduced,me, still 
the moment I saw yon, I knew that you wen 
none other theq my Melinda-nyou ere just* rebut 
I hove painted you in mgr. dreams.!’’ . ... 

“And who do you take me for, then, yon 
blockhead/?" asked Melinda.. . • * 

" Foe just what you are, my boy 1" cried Jack, 
slapping her on the back—■“ honest Tom Win¬ 
kle I H a nd so me enoughfor a girl,, to be sure, 
bqt altogether, too rough- for one 1" . 

"But I assure ypd,' Mr. Carysfort—” said. 
Marin. 

" Don’t assure me that yon are not your own 
sweet self," said Jack, tBnderly; "but tell me 
all about your life here* What anhanmi^, m** 
tired place I How abundant is the opnqtry in 
resources for the geatiftcation of true feminine 
tastes! With its birds.anddowersfor,admin* 
turn and culture; its. pleasant walks, its scenery 
for the pencil; and then books, music, and 
household work for. in-door employment on 
rainy days and evenings. Such, doubtless,, my. 
dear Melinda has found it.” 

" Bnt let me tell yon, Mr. Carysfort—•" inter¬ 
rupted the md Melinda. 

."Be quiet, Tom!" cried Jack, impatiently. 
'fDo.be off with your gun-^-or go info thc star 
bfo— you were always a troublesome hoy. You 
must know I have a world of things to say to 
your sister." 

"I shall stay where I am!".said; Melinda, 
throwing herself into a chair, and rooking some¬ 
what violently. . .. . , . 

*< Wall, hold your tongue/then!” said Jack* 
tuning his back on, her, and continuing to con¬ 
verse with Maria. " Dear Melinda," said he, 
" this joke of trying to pass Tom, here, off, as 
TOO, reminds me .of the- Bloomer mania. We 
bed acconate of it in .J^ris, Aqd it made the 
Frenchmen laugh consumedly «t our expense, 
igitizedbyVjOOQTC/ 








Once In n wfetieyou see a woman in the Meta 
of Paris Aressed In male attire, end wch Ui^i 1 
ties in common In oarahrai time, but Wl^ tol¬ 
erated then by the license of the seaton.” / 

44 It' is an absurd mania, ao be fuse," cried 
Maria. 

* l am glad to bear you condemn it,” Manned 
Jack, warmly, pressing her hand, 11 for sooner 
than marry a confirmed Bloomer, I would be* 
stow my hand and name on a street singer or a 
tightrope dancer.” 

° Don't yon want to look at the grounds 1” 
said Melinda, in asubdued and agitated voice. 

44 1 want to talk with your sister, yon 'little 
rascal 1 ” cried Jack; and taking her by the 
shooMert, he pot her out of the room and Kofeked 
dm door on her* 

Tea minutes afterwards she peered through 
the front window-blinds, and saw Jack kitsing 
Maria. It was psrt 'of hit system. 

At the dinner-table, Melinda appeared in th i 
habiliments of her sex, looking very beautiful, 
iHbngh it most he confessed, her eyes were a lit* 
dared and swollen. She blushed, ahd held out 
her hand to Jack. 
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“Amazeihent r'cried Jack. “ Where's ‘tom f” 

44 Tom Is in Boston—as ycta know very weU, 
or obght to know,” said Melinda. : ! 

44 Then this lady—" said Jack, now tarring to 
Maria: 

44 Is my cousin Maria, as you were * told this 
morning, only you wouldn't believe it,” Said 
Melinda, rcptohchfaUy. • 

“ I beg your pardon, Miss Maria,” said Jhck,’ 
with 1i roguish twinkle in his eye , 44 and I hope 
you'll excuse anything that passed between' 
us." 

41 Ton own the apology to me,” said Melinda, 
pouting. 

44 How could I recognize you in that absurd 
costume 1” aSked Jack. •* 

44 My sentiments 1” cried Winkle; 44 but she 

wouldn't listen tomb. ' Hullo!” cried he, Jump- 

* 

ing up m alarm, * I believe the house is afire 1 
Don’t you smell a strong smell of leather and 
woolen burning 1” 

“ I do!” said Maria, alarmed in turn. 

44 Shall t give the alarml” exclaimed Jack* | 

44 There's no occasion,” said Melinda. 44 Just 1 
now 1 threw a pair of boots, and sdme clothes I 
wanted to get rid of, fn the kitchen fire 1 —-the 
owner having no farther use far them.” 

“Pair of pantaloons among them I" asked 
Winkle. 

“Y-^/'satd Melinda, rather refectantfjr. 

“ They belonged to a Bloomer, whb has giVen 
op business.” - 9 
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"Hurrah'!* stMtrt&l 'old ‘Wfeikfc, " I sec 
through it all. Jack's cored you, when every¬ 
body else had tried and failed." 

" Will you forgive me V* asked Jack. 

** There’s iny hand/* said Meliada, frankly. 
* i forgive you, had thank you, tool The les¬ 
son was a sharp one, bat 1 needed it to core M 

of myfoUy.” 

1 ******* « | ■ . ■ ■ 
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THE LOVE MATCH, 

AND THE MONEY MATCH. 


BT MBS. B. WXLLMOXT. 


It was a matter of curious speculation among 
the friends of Ida Archer which of the two offers 
of marriage she would accept. There wee the 
fiae-looking Mr. Singleby, cast in the mould of 
one of nature’s noblemen, who inherited a for¬ 
tune never estimated at leas than half a million, 
having nothing to do but eqjoy the pleasures of 
life, fraud of society at home, in all convivial par¬ 
ties which were always spiced by his comical 
humor, and made attractive by the ready flow of 
his wit; and he had offered himself to Ida 
Archer, the old merchant’s only daughter, as 
her future husband. 

There, too, within a few paces of the rich lov¬ 
er, waa the office of young Dr. Masters—a phy¬ 
sician who had made his way almost entirely 
by his own exertions, and whose energy and in- 
domtraMe perseverance had secured him a most 
enviable rank among the cultivated of his pro- 
fesswo. Ho tongue of scandal ever breathed a 
report to'his discredit—honorable, high-minded, 

devoted to his business, but still 
hardened with a debt which he had assumed 
fer b» education; and with all this drawback to 
ti»* consummation of bis wishes, be likewise offer- 
«d bis head and heart to Ida Archer; to that 
the vulgar adage eeesaed vended, that Miss Ida 






| had “ two string* to her how ;' J ■ and what was 
i more remarkable, both these proposals were 
i made the same day, each of course being utter¬ 
ly ignorant of the fact of the other's propositions. 

Affairs of the heart appear sometimes to leak 
out so mysteriously, that it seems as if Cupid 
himself proclaimed them; and very soon it was 
current among Ida's friends that she had receiv¬ 
ed “ two offers.” 

Most of the calculating, plodding, money- 
loving acquaintances were ready to pronounce 
at once that the rich Mr. Siogleby would carry 
! his suit—while a few shook their heads doubt¬ 
fully, adding: ‘•Ida always disappointed ex¬ 
pectations.” 

Not a few related strange incident* in her his¬ 
tory. One recounted the fact that she refused 
an invitation to her daughter's levee, that she 
i might attend the death-bed of an aged wo¬ 
man to whom she had ministered through the 
cold winter; while yet another had known for a 
certainty, that upon her father's presentation of 
a rich brocade silk, she entreated him to bestow 
the gift upon her mother, and in lien thereof, 
i she took the money which was paid for it, and 
dispensed it in wood and coal among the chil¬ 
dren of poverty whom she attended. 
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These accounts were not quoted, however, in 
justification of her high morel character, nor 
because they reflected a peculiar lustre upon her, 
but simply to show that she was a very singular 
person, and generally acted by contraries from 
other people, and therefore it would be just like 
Ida to reject Mr. Singleby for the poor Dr. Mas¬ 
ters, who was penniless but talented. Shrewd 
old men, however, predicted the parents would 
settle this matter; for riches had a peculiar 
charm in the eyes of the old merchant Archer, 
who had made an assignment of his property 
’ some twelve months since, and a lift from Single¬ 
by would now turn to good account. So while 
the friends are coqjecturing to what conclusions 
our young friend will arrive, let ns follow her to 
her chamber where she is now seated, to medi¬ 
tate upon the importance of the subject before 
her. Let us first take up Singleby*s letter, and 
read what it promises: 

| u Mt mak Ida,—W ould that I could prefix 
the little word * my * in quite another sense from 
what Us common usage denotes. Do not blush, 
Ida, when the object of this note is made appar¬ 
ent to you—perhaps, it will be unexpected, but 
be assured it is not made without due consider¬ 
ation. I have long been looking for a wife. I 
have an idea that I shall enjoy more in the mar- 
[ ri«d lift with scongwial p*twr, thu it it po.- 
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rible for mo to do singly and alone. For months 
my eyes hare rested on yon as the ideal which 
my fancy dreams have portrayed. Tom most be 
aware that my means are sufficient to give yon 
every indulgence—should yon desire to attend 
upon fashionable pleasures every evening, you 
can do so. Our style of living will be equal to 
any ideas you may have formed as to making a 
paradise of home; wo As of art, tasteful designs, 
and all the requisites for an elegant home in the 
city, shall be placed at your command; nay, 
more, a cottage covered with woodbine and 
honeysuckles intermingled, shall be added, if 
your love of rural live crave#it. I want a com¬ 
panion.* I weary of reading and grow sick of 
conversation; but as I have no employment for 
my time, but to extract enjoyment from a life of 
ease, I am desirous of imparting my treasures 
to one who shall take the vacuity out of idleness, 
and minister to a mind and taste diseased and 
perverted. 1 think you will not have the dispo¬ 
sition to reject the frill offer of my hand and 
heart, when I assure you they are proffered to 
you, first of all the fairest of creation; and in re¬ 
turn be assured all my wealth shall be freely 
expended to make us both completely happy. 
Ton shall know no more exposures in attend¬ 
ing the sick nor ministering to the diseased, save 
to him who has a claim npon all yonr love. Tou 
will please communicate these thoughts to your 
parents, and give me an immediate answer to 
the subject. With much esteem, 

« Geobob Sinoleby.” 

And now we will look over Ida's shoulder 
and read a communication on the same subject, 
from Dr. Masters. 

"Miss Ida Archer, —My friend, certainly 
you will allow me to call you such; but when 
I tell you how devotedly interested I have be¬ 
come in your history, and that I have so long 
enshrined your good deeds in my heart, that 
you are unspeakably dear to me, you may be sur¬ 
prised at the honest avowal. Then again it 
may seem presumptuous in me to make the dis¬ 
closure that 1 desire that our lives may be linked 
together as one. True, I have no fortune to 
throw at your feet, no palace to invite you to 
occupy, no outward gifts with which l could 
bribe or allure you to myself; bad I every one 
of them, I feel assured you would throw them 
away for the wealth of a disinterested love, and 
the pleasure that dusters about a true and man¬ 
ly heart, whose steady aim is to serve his fellow- 
men, and seek the favor of Heaven by an ap¬ 
proving conscience. 

,c Ida, what say you to my proposal t What 


if we do begin life relying upon our own exer¬ 
tions ? Shall we be any the less happy for in¬ 
dustriously improving our time and talents? 
What if you adorn no marble palace ? Is there 
no contentment In a quiet simple ho^p, where 
frugality without meanness and plenty with the 
handmaid of economy, sits at the social board? 
Life may not be one uniform holiday, but be¬ 
cause we have the working days, will not the 
holidays be enjoyed with far greater zest ? Think 
of these things, and remember when I pledge to 
you my affections, I feel they are committed 
to one who will not trifle; and should you re¬ 
fuse my request, you may find those who may 
proffer you more enviable distinctions as the 
world call them, but never, never, will a heart 
be found whose love will more uniformly flow 
to make you a happy wife, than his who asks 
in return your warmest sympathy and regard. 
From your devoted, Henry Masters.” 

And Ida gazed first at one and then at the 
other. She compared the sentiments together, 
and thus she soliloquized: 

#i So, Mr. Singleby, you imagine you should 
be happier with a wife ? one who would minister 
to your idle fancies and become a sort of passive 
being, live in idleness, bask in pleasure, extract 
from ennui a balm of contentment, sit beneath 
rich and gorgeous drapery, chat with those whom 
wealth atone has elevated to high stations, and 
herein I am to find my happiness 1 And then 
in the rural cottage I may tram the woodbine 
and honeysuckle just as fantastically as I please, 
hey ? And better than all, from an entire life of 
ease, I am to extract the pleasures of Paradise. 
No more exposure in administering to the poor and 
needy; but all the wealth to be lavished upon my- 
self, thus making me supremely Selfish and happy 
of course. Poor mistaken man! Tour money 
looks to me like a most worthless possession, 
with the heart that thus confines it to minister 
only to selfish gratifications. Think you, I 
could cure your weariness, or relieve the dull 
monotony of a life of idle and luxurious ease ? 
O, no, the premises are all false—nothing would 
induce me to accept your offer. I cannot be 
victimized to sordid gold. I thank you for your 
offer, but totally reject it. 

“And now, Dr. Masters, let me speak to you. 
Tell me not about 1 palaces' or ‘ outward dis¬ 
tinctions/ read the nobility of your heart. 
Do I not see your daily struggles, and have I 
not secretly felt what a triumph you have won 
by your untiring industry ? Have I not heard 
the high enedmiums of praise which fell from 
those of thy profession, which would hare been 
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withheld, had not thy splendid acquirements ex¬ 
torted their meed of praise ! Yes, 1 will cheer¬ 
fully link my fortune with thine; it shall be my 
delight to add to thy outward stoves, and above 
all, we will improve our interior life, whenoe all 
true happiness has its foundation. Yes, Henry, 
1 will encounter all the scorn of friendship, nay, 
even obloquy, and feel myself all the richer for 
having made the choice. And now I will go to 
my parents and lay open the whole matter.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Archer were sitting alone in 
their back parlor. Ida had a flashed cheek and 
a tremulous tone, but with a true, unshrinking 
desire to do her duty to all interested in her wel¬ 
fare, the read the two letters we have trans¬ 
cribed. Mr. Archer laid down bis glasses,* and 
looked pleased; then the mother inquired of her 
daughter if she had concluded which offer to ac- 
cept ! Her father answered, “ of course the 
child is not a fool, mother 1 Sentiment is one 
thing, and talent is one thing, bat real genuine 
cash is worth them all.” 

“ If yon were sick, father, which would you 
prefer, a bag of gold or a sympathising friend at 
your side V 9 gently inquired Ida. 

“ Money will procure sympathy,” tartly re¬ 
plied the old man. 

“ Yes, Ida,” joined the fond mother, “ your 
fetber and I have lived over what you have in 
prospect. We have known what money will 
giro, and have felt what it will take away.” 

“ Money with a miser's heart is no coveted 
p o ss e ssio n by me, I assure you,” replied Ida. 

14 If you reject George Singleby for Henry 
Masters, yon deserve the consequences which 
will sorely follow. With Singleby what a life 
is before yon—not a want but will be gratified; 
nothing but live in wealth, go and come as yon 
please.” 

“And,” interrupted the mother, “ you can 
travel in foreign parts—you know how much yon 
have desired to do so—but with Henry Masters 
nothing but poverty awaits yon. Yon most lis¬ 
ten to a little reason.” 

“And who is so fit to give you suitable ad¬ 
vice as your parents, Idal Don’t we wish to 
see yon well settled in the world ? and what a 
promotion it will give ns all should you marry 
Singleby. Perhaps he would lend me a small 
npital to invest in my business; he might do it 
as well as not.” 

“ Bat father would not ask me to give myself 
sway , when my affections do not go with the act.” 

** Pshaw, nonsense! love will come fast enough 
when yon have all your wants supplied. It isn’t 
half the people marry for love. Didn’t Mary 
Gray marry Captain Tweed for money 1” 


“And what a miserable life they lead,” re¬ 
plied Ida. “ He sends the servant man with 
her when she rides out, and stays at home to # 
talk about her with his domestics.” 

“Well, there’s Tom Hunter—he married a 
fortune, what of that ?” 

“ Only that Tom has been a real loafer ever 
since,” remarked the daughter. “ Money, fa¬ 
ther, I tell yon, is not everything in the married 
life. I begin to think that those who begin poor, 
and are frugal, after all end the best and often 
the richest. Now I do not mean to distress yon, 
but it does seem to me I should be happier in 
a mean shanty, with Henry Masters, than in a 
palace with George Singleby. That is my pres¬ 
ent belief, and I cannot help expressing it.” 

Mr. Archer grew wrathy—he was vehement 
in his use of language. Ida shed tears, but did 
not change her convictions of dnty. She left 
the room, and before midnight she wrote her re¬ 
fusal to George Singleby, and her acceptance of 
Dr. Masters 1 

The news soon spread of her decision, and 
then what scores of nice people deprecated that 
“ a young girl should stand in her own light, 
and be so obstinate, and wilful, and blind to her 
own interest,” and those who sampled to tell 
her so, informed her parents of their feeling. 

But Ida went on leading the same beautiful 
life, doing good wherever her hand found it to 
do, and if her purse was empty, the rich mine 
of wealth which a ready sympathy caused to flow 
made her the friend of the friendless and the 
widow’s stay. Her parents were silenced by her 
example, and although they received Henry 
Masters with a cold reserve, yet they permitted 
him to enter their dwelling, contrary to the ad¬ 
vice of many who would have sowed the seeds 
of discord. 

George Singleby had now become engaged to 
Miss Herbert, the daughter of a rich wine mer¬ 
chant. He was about erecting one of the most 
splendid mansions, and the bride elect seemed 
to glory in her choice. She appeared in the 
richest attire, wore the most brilliant diamonds, 
always asserted that it was a falsehood that 
George ever thought of marrying Ida, and with 
a magnificent sense of importance, she dropped 
the acquaintance of the Archers, while she often 
gaily fluttered past their dwelling, looking from 
her coach windows. 

Henry Masters, however, had so for accumu¬ 
lated property, as to justify him in the purchase 
of a horse and light boggy, with which his visits 
to his patients were greatly accelerated, besides 
the growing demands upon his time which his 

reputation was exciting for and wide kept him 
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continually busy; and with such an activity 
combined with prudence, daily gains begin to 
swell to quite an amount—so that at the end of 
the second year of his practice, his debts were all 
discharged, and several hundreds were invested. 

The fame of his professional skill had been 
often re-echoed in the ears of the Widow Ashley 
since her husband’s decease, and now that con¬ 
sumption had clearly marked her for a prey, she 
resorted to Dr. Masters for some palliative for 
the distressing cough and uncomfortable night 
sweats which attended her disorder. The doc¬ 
tor’s manners were of that frank and cordial 
turn which at once invites confidence and excites 
cheerfulness; and in a short time Mrs. Ashley 
found his visits quite indispensable to her com¬ 
fort. As she resided about a mile from the city, 
in a most elegant cottage, planned with true 
architectural taste, whose exterior and interior 
corresponded, and as her walks were adorned 
with flowers, the doctor invited Ida to accom¬ 
pany him in one of his excursions thither. Had 
an angel dropped from the celestial regions into 
, Mrs. Ashley’s dwelling, she could not have 
been more attracted by the sweetness and deli¬ 
cacy of her movements and conversation than 
with Ida Archer’s. Perhaps we do not think 
enough of our manners in visiting the sick and 
melancholy sufferer. There is a gentle ap¬ 
proach, a modulated tone, a quiet adjustment of 
ourselves, a winning and soothing way of speak¬ 
ing the right words, which linger long in the 
ears of the stricken, and the sweet vision stands 
by them in hoars of wakefulness, and we feel the ■■ 
reality of such sympathy to mitigate much out¬ 
ward distress. This art was perfectly understood 
by Ida, and her first visit to Mrs. Ashley left an 
impress which never faded from her remem¬ 
brance. 

It was now advancing toward autumn, and 
Mrs. Ashley seemed declining. Her delightful 
house and grounds needed some one to superin¬ 
tend them, and to whom could she make the 
offer of taking them but to Dr. Masters? It 
came so opportune too, just as they desired to 
enter into the marriage state, but their prndent 
forethought concluded must be postponed on ac¬ 
count of insufficient means, and it so accorded 
with their tastes, that no word of obligation was 
raised ; besides, no outlay was required, for the 
kind old lady desired them to freely use all the 
furniture and entire contents of the dwelling, 
just as best suited them. 

Old Mr. and Mrs. Archer raised but one ob¬ 
jection, and that was, that a physician, whose 
practice was in the city, should not live in the su¬ 
burbs ; but the doctor had anticipated that, and 


retained his office in the city, leaving a young 
student at night to attend to orders. 

It was a curious fact, that George Singleby and 
Henry Masters fixed upon the same wedding- 
day without ever speaking to each other upon 
the subject—but Ida Archer was married in 
church, simply attired, and attended by a few 
select friends, while George Singleby and Mias 
Herbert stood in a most gorgeously furnished 
apartment, attended by scores of fashionable 
people, who came to gaze, admire and criticise. 
The wedding, however, deserved the reputation 
it received, as 44 a magnificent affair.” 

But the foundations for happiness were as dif¬ 
ferent between the two brides as was their out¬ 
ward apparel. One was to be transferred to a 
palace, imagining that revelry and the gaieties 
of the hour made the zest ofclife, while the other 
felt that true peace must be lodged within ; and 
in ministering to the need of her who had so 
generously placed her own comforts under her 
charge, she felt that life might be irradiated by 
the sunshine of sympathy, and the helping to 
bear oue another’s burdens. 

Is it not wonderful that the experience of oth¬ 
ers so little impresses ourselves 1 Do we not 
always find the law of compensation fulfilled 
even here ? As we sow, we certainly reap. 


Two years from the date of the above mar¬ 
riages have passed away, and what do we now 
behold ? In yonder marble palace a light is 
dimly burning, whose faint rays are just percep¬ 
tible between the heavy folds of muslin drapery. 
There is stillness in that apartment—the physi¬ 
cian is hurrying towards it at midnight—there 
is a deep anxiety upon his brow; his patient 
is Mrs. Singleby, who from continual exposures, 
has brought on an inflammation which it is fear¬ 
ed may prove fatal. Strange as it may seem, 
her husband is at the 44 Club House.” He has 
gone thither, as was his habit, just to see a few 
choice spirits and try the power of a game at bil¬ 
liards, to drive away 44 the blues” and make him 
forget his troubles at home. All winter long he 
has been plunged in gaiety—sometimes he has 
attended bis wife, and sometimes be preferred 
44 the Club;” there is the seal of the wine cup 
on his cheek, and a bloated exterior which de¬ 
notes a life of sensuality and epicureanism quite 
revolting. Bat this very night he returns home 
to meet the physician just leaving his door. In 
the morning he cannot remember what was told 
him in the evening—but he awakes the next 
morning to hear the announcement that his wife 
is better; but he breathes no thanksgiving to Him 

who directs “the issues of death.” 
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Id a few days a dinner-party celebrate* conva¬ 
lescence, and while the inralid wife it pillowed 
to look out in yonder garden, the merry shouts 
of rerrclry from below fall on her ears! She 
crave* other sympathy besides her nurse and her 
physician, and the thought flits across her brain, 
why did I not marry for love instead of money t 
She cannot smother it—it comes again to her at 
midnight, when the massive door is opening and 
her hatband is just entering. She looks upon 
those brilliant diamonds, her wedding gift She 
craven something better than diamonds. She 
survey* that splendid apartment she occupies; 
bat the poor woman whom she called upon to do 
some upholstery work, had only a neatly furnish¬ 
ed room, and beside sat her husband fell of good 
hnmor, and somehow such a vision strangely 
rises before her. She longs to get strong and go 
out in the world, and mingle in fashionable life, 
for inch vapors will not annoy her then. George 
Sing toby's life of luxurious ease is now envied 
by no one. 

And there is the untenanted cottage, where the 
Widow Ashley lived, which Dr Masters inhabit* 
ed two years ago. The widow is dead, and hav¬ 
ing no children to provide for, and no near rel¬ 
ative, she selected the doctor as her heir, and 
made a will bequeathing him nearly the whole 
of her estate, estimated at twenty thousand dol¬ 
lars 1 Bat Masters's fame has reached a distant 
city, and he has been invited to accept a profes¬ 
sorship richly endowed^ in a large city. He has 
gone to enter upon his duties, but he has left be¬ 
hind him the affectionate regards of hundreds of 
natients. How iust let us. take a look noon Ida 





There is the poor crippled boy, Jamie, whom 
a rheumatic fever has left in a helpless condition. 
She fits him up a small room and stores it with 
a juvenile library; then she places before him a 
little shelf attached to his easy chair, and directs 
him how he may amuse many a listless hour by 
writing from slips; and a few school books are 
marked, assigning the lessons he must commit ere 
her return, and a few dollars are placed in his 
mother's hand for special emergencies, and so 
she kisses Jamie's pale cheek, and bids a kind 
farewell to his mother, and this family never 
doubts the ministry of angels. 

Ida next knocks at the Widow B email's—she 
has ordered her coal and groceries, provided her 
with plans sewing, caused the carpenter to cut 
an extra window, which will give the poor wo¬ 
man additional light and air, and then she says 
sud& comforting words that they will re-echo in 
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that heart until death stop* its pulsations. And 
there are yet many others who share in her be¬ 
nevolence, whom the world has never known, 
struggling with small incomes, and these are an¬ 
nually provided for; and yet from the Ashley 
fund there is enough and to spare for herself— 
because she has no superfluous wants! Besides, 
she has not neglected her own parents,—those 
who felt she committed each a wrong by her mar- 
iage with Dr. Masters, they would fain forget it 
now; for sinoe the world is accprding to him 
such splendid attainments they feel a pride in 
reckoning him as their son. Of George Bingle- 
by they wonld be ashamed. His wealth confers 
happiness on no one—and this has taught them 
that old precept, that marrying for money with¬ 
out affection, is a dangerous experiment. 

u Yes, marrying for money,” although volumes 
have been written upon it, still can we not recall 
one and another who wonld never have made the 
choice they did, had only pare affection lighted 
the torch of lore; and so they danced in the 
giddy ronnd of a short honey-moon, and by and- 
by the fires of passion were cooled, mere sentimen¬ 
talism became stale, there were no reserved funds 
of inward resources—life became monotonous, 
domestic cares burdensome, and too late the mis¬ 
take is discovered that the foundation of happi¬ 
ness which mast be based on mutual respect, is 
wanting; and life is only endured, not enjoyed . 








1 



VIOLET LEE: 


THE UNAPPRECIATED. 


BT MBS. SABAH B. BAJTSS. 

WVVWWWVAVVSrfV 

“ Whxrb can that child be V* said Mrs. Lee, 
as she dropped her work and stepped impatient¬ 
ly to the window. “ It most be half an hoar since 
school was dismissed. I suppose she is stopping 
to look at some butterfly or flower on the way on 
the way. She is the strangest child I ever saw, 
not anything like the other children. I am sure 
I don't know what to do with her." 

“Do with her/' said Mr. Lee, starting up, 

“ do with her, why give her a good sound whip* 
ping. I say the gal most be made to work,* 
like the other children, or she'll be no profit on 
the farm.” 

“ Whipping doesn't seem to do the least good, 
for she will burst out into such a fit of crying, 
one would think her heart was going to break 
right off; and I've known her to sob all aight. 
The other day I whipped her for bringing 
in a bunch of wild flowers to litter up the best 
room. To be sure she didn't bring them in 
there again, but I went up into her room not 
long after, and there she had another bunch in 
an old broken pitcher on the window seat. There 
is no use trying to break her of such notion as 
I see.” 
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“ ThU cornea of the filagree name yon gate 
her* I don't wonder, with the name of Violet, 
that she'd crazy after all the posies she sees." 

“ Well, yon know, husband, that was all Cous¬ 
in Mary's doings, for when the child was scam* 
ly three months old, she gave her a violet one 
morning, and the actually laughed out loud with 
delight, and Cousin Mary insisted that she should' 
be called Violet.” 

“ Well, well, she is just such another one, foil 
of notions about every thing, bat what is useful 
She would not make a former's wife by a great 
deal.” 

At this moment a hesitating little step was 
heard in the hall, aqd a timid little face peeped 
in at the door. 

“ So you have come at last,” said Mrs, Lee, 
giving the child a rude shake; “where have you 
been all this while 1” 

“ 1 have only been coming home from school 
another way, mother* The road was so dry and 
dusty, 1 thought I would come through the woods, 
as it is only a little fonher*” 

“A little farther it is, fall half a mile not of 
your way. This U another of your silly freaks, 
to come through those lonesome woods without 
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a soul with yea, itttetd of coning home with 
the other children. Whet have yon got in your 
hand, men more of weeds to clutter up the 
bowel" 

44 Indeed, mother, they are not weeds, they are 
tflies of die valley. When I was gathering them 
ft made me think of my lesson at the Sabbath 
school last Sunday. Our teacher told us what 
Christ said about the lilies of the field. She 
said he loved those little flowers, and why 
shouldn't If" 

M There, there, you have preached a sermon 
long enough thie time. I want you to go over 
to Mrs. Jones's and carry home die basket she 
left here this afternoon. And mind you come 
homh before dark. If yon had come home with the 
other children, some of them might have done 
the errand; as you seem so fond of long walks 
I will give you enough of it this time." 

With a tear dimming her blue eyes, Violet 
received the basket from her mother, and with 
weary feet began her walk of a mile to Mrs. 
Jones's. And hers was not a heart to retain its 
sadness long in the bright, sunshine, and soon 
the was singing merrily along the road, her 
bird-like voice rivalling the sweet songsters of 
the wood she loved so well. 

Leaving Violet to pursue her walk, we will 
give some account of the family of whom it would 
seem by the conversation of her parents, she is 
so mraseful a member. Harvey Lee was a 
fanner of considerable note in the village of 
Rockland. His was the best managed, the best 
tilled and the most thrifty form to be found any¬ 
where in the vicinity. This gave him no little 
consequence in the eyes of the villagers, who in 
their admiration of his superior forming, pro¬ 
moted him to the several offices of town clerk, 
committee of the school, a selectman, and so 
forth. To all of these offices he was about as 
well qualified as his youngest son, who, at the 
time of writing, had reached the interesting age 
of two years. He considered forming to be the 
great business of life, and looked with sovereign 
contempt upon every species of knowledge that 
had not some relation to his favorite pursuit. 
His wife, Susan Lee, Was as notable for her 
thrifty management in doors, as her husband was 
in the field. Her hotter was eagerly sought 
after, and not a matron in the village could ex¬ 
cel her in the culinary department. They had 
five children, three sons and two daughters. 
Harvey, die eldest son, and the namesake of his 
father, was a sturdy, stout fellow of seventeen, 
who already manifested the admirable fanning 
skill of his father, Nancy, the right hand of her 
mother in household matters, and a rosy-cheeked, 


good-looking damsel as one would Wish to see. 
To obtain a name for good housekeeping equal 
to that of her mother, was the height of her am¬ 
bition, and she seemed on die high road towards 
attaining such ah enviable reputation. 

Edward, a lad of twelve, was a sere grief to 
his ftther, who found it an exceedingly hard 
matter to get an hour's work from him out of 
school hours. He was perfectly well acquainted 
w4th all the fishing ponds in the neighborhood, 
and also die best localities for banting game, 
but as to actual work on the form, it didn't suit 
his Ideas at all. Next came our Violet, the sweet, 
blue-eyed, sensitive creature we have ehosen the 
heroine of this little sketch. Her complexion 
Was very fair, and her silken hair floated like 
suany clouds about her snowy neck. Her eyes 
were of a deep bine, and in their liquid depths 
were hid inexhaustible fountains of feeling. 
Her parents had the usual amount of mutual 
affection for their children, but this lamb of their 
flock was entirely unappreciated. She seemed 
to move among the family like some rare garden 
exotic, delicately blooming among hardy wild 
flowers of the wood. Her intense love of the 
beautiful in nature, and her shrinking sensitive¬ 
ness, were mysteries of the human mind her 
parents could not fathom. 

Her Utile brother George, the youngest of the 
family, was the only one in the house that would 
condescend to be her companion in play. Hand 
in hand they would roam over the sweet fields 
and down by the shady brook, and deck each 
other with the wild flowers that bloomed on its 
banks. 

“ There is that Violet," said Mrs. Lee again, 
taking her post at the window, “ standing like a 
stomp on the hill yonder, and looking at I don't 
know what. I told her to get home before dark, 
and if she doesn't come, I will certainly punish 
her, that I will. I never shall be able to make 
anything out of her. There, she has started ou 
her way again, and it is a lucky thing for her 
that she has." 

" Violet has come, mother, Violet has come," 
said Uttle George, bounding into the room; 
" I'm so glad, I guess she's got some flowers for 
me." 

“ Yes, I suppose you'll learn all her flummery, 
by-and-by. Well, Miss Violet, what did you 
see ok the hUl that you must stop and look at 
so long ?" 

“ O mother, it was the most glorious sunset 
you ever saw. The great clouds were piled up 
one upon another, so that they looked like 
mountains made of pearl and all tipped with 

silver and gold. JL could not help thinking, moth- 
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er, that I was looking upon some beautiful 
conn try a great way off. I never saw the clouds 
look so splendid.” 

44 Nonsense, child, I guess when you've seen 
the son set as many times as I have, yon wont 
think it such a wonderful thing to see a few 
clouds with the son shining on them. One would 
think your brain was turned to hear yon talk; 
don’t let me hear any more such nonsense. Ton 
will find your bread and milk in the kitchen, and 
when yon have eaten it, go right to bed, for I 
want yon to be up very early in the morning.” 

Having received such a chilling damper to her 
enthusiasm, Violet sought the kitchen with a 
heavy heart, and received her supper from the 
ungracious hands of Nancy, who did not fail to 
taunt her all the while she was eating, about be¬ 
ing such a little fool as to stand gasing at a mess 
of red clouds, instead of coming home to her 
supper. Very glad was Violet to take her tal¬ 
low candle, and retire to the apartment that had 
been appropriated to her use. She formerly 
roomed with Nancy, but was voted by her to be 
a bore, so she was assigned a part of the garret 
that was partially finished, where she was allow¬ 
ed to have undisputed sway, as scarcely any 
member of the family ever entered it but herself. 
Throughout this humble apartment the hand of 
taste was everywhere visible, and a broken 
pitcher that Violet had discovered among some 
rubbish, served her for a vase, and every day it 
was refilled with fresh flowers, hold, wild and 
uncultivated. “ I wofider,” soliloquised Violet, as 
she seated herself by the window, into which the 
fall moon was pouring in all her splendor, “ I 
wonder if it is each a very foolish thing to love 
to look at the splendid donds at sunset, and all 
the beautiful things I see everywhere around 
me. I am sure my teacher at Sabbath school 
says God made all things, and it don’t seem as 
though it could be any harm to love to look at 
them. But my candle is burning low, and I most 
read my psalm for the evening, or my teacher 
will be grieved at my neglect to obey her re¬ 
quest and read a psalm every day in course.” 

The one for this evening happened to be the 
nineteenth, which began with these words: 
44 The heavens declare the glory of God, and the 
firmament showeth his handy workand fur¬ 
ther on she read, 44 There is no speech nor lan¬ 
guage where their voice is not heard.” A light 
had suddenly dawned upon that young mind, 
and with a swelling heart and spariding eye, she 
again sought the window and gased with new 
pleasure on foe moonlight scene before her. 

Her admiration for the works of Nature had 
receiveda sanction from the words of Holy Writ. 


44 Now I know it is not wrong to love all these 
beautiful things,” she said, 44 for they show forth 
foe glory of God. I am so glad I happened to 
read this psalm this evening, it has made me 
feel so happy.” A few dap after, Violet reoeived 
permission from her mother to take a stroll down 
by foe brook, a little silvery stream that flowed 
not far from the house, and was her favorite re¬ 
sort. Tired of wandering about, she seated her¬ 
self upon a grassy knoll on the bank of foe 
stream beneath the shade of a broad spreading 
elm, and then taking out her sewing, she began 
to ply foe needle very industriously, repeating 
aloud foe while, a beautiful piece of poetry about 
a murmuring brook, that she had cut oat of a 
newspaper, and committed to memory. So ab¬ 
sorbed was she in her occupation, that she did 
not heed the footsteps of a stranger that had been 
attracted by the sound of her sweet voice, and 
gradually approached where she sat. 

44 So my little maid, you have come out this 
pleasant afternoon to 6qjoy the delightful shade 
of this grand old elm. I admire your taste, for 
certainly this is foe loveliest spot about here I 
have seen this many a day.” 

Violet started at the sound of estrange voice, 
and her first impulse was to gather up her work 
and take refuge in flight, but as she caught sight 
of the mil benevolent face of a somewhat el¬ 
derly gentleman, she remained seated, and tim¬ 
idly answered him: 

44 Yes sir, this was such a beautiful afternoon 
I thought I would take my seat under the old 
elm, and do my sewing.” 

44 That was a sweet little bit of poetry you 
were repeating. I suppose it is some that your 
mother has taught you. I remember when I was 
a little boy my mother used to teach me poetry, 
and some of those little gems I haven’t for¬ 
gotten yet.” 

44 Indeed, sir, my mother thinks it a great 
waste of time to read or learn poetry, and so 
does my father, but I like it so very much that 
when I can get away alone somewhere, I con¬ 
trive to learn some, and this you heard me re¬ 
peat was one I learned the other day.” 

44 How can they consider the cultivation of 
poetry a waste of time, when every thing around 
that God has made is so full of poetry 1 There 
is poetry in this lovely scene before us—in this 
murmuring brook, these waving trees, foe deep 
blue sky above us—there is poetry everywhere!” 

44 O sir, you are foe only person I ever heard 
talk so, except my Sabbath school teacher. 
They tell me at home I am very foolish when I 
speak of such things, and they think I am a fool¬ 
ish, good-for-nothing child.” 
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“ Where do you lire, my dear—in the white 
house, yonder ?” 

“Tea sir. lam Harvey Lee’s daughter,and 
my name is Violet.” 

44 That is a sweet name; how would yon like 
to come and be my little girl ? I lost a daughter 
about as old as you are a few years ago, and I 
should like very much to take yon as my own, 
for 1 have no children, now.” 

“ 1 should like to live with yon very much in- 
> deed > if my father and mother are willing, and I 
think they would be, for they often tell me I 
never shall be worth anything, and they don’t 
know what to do with me. I can’t work as hard 
as sister Nancy, bat I try to be a good girl.” 

44 Well, my dear, I will see your parents in 
about two hours from now. At present I most 
leave yon, for I have some business to attend to.” 

Violet gathered up her work and returned to 
the boose, and her little heart for the next tvvo 
boors beat wildly with excitement. 

“ Mother,” said Nancy, bursting into the room 
where Mrs. Lee sat, “ as true as you live, there 
is that fine gentleman that has been staying at 
the tavern this two or three days past, talking 
with father, and they are coming into the house. 
What do you suppose he wants ?” 

44 I’m sore I don’t know. Bun quick, Nancy, 
and get my best cap, and my bran new gingham 
apron, and mind you tell Violet to keep out of 
the way, for I should be terrified to death to 
have her make one of her silly speeches before 
him.” 

44 Well, Susan,” said Mr. Lee/ 4 this gentleman, 
Mr. Brandon of New York, has seen our Violet 
oat here by the brook, and has taken such a fancy 
to her, be wants to adopt her as his own. What 
do yoa say about it V* 

44 Wants to adopt Violet ? Why she’s the last 
one I should have thought of any one’s wanting 
to take. She’s the strangest child yon over saw, 
air. Now there’s our Nancy, I shouldn’t have 
been at all surprised if you had picked out her, 
for she’s called an uncommon smart girl. How¬ 
ever, if you would like to have her, and her fa¬ 
ther is willing, I don’t know as I have any ob¬ 
jection. Of course she’s my child, and I have 
maternal feelings towards her, but I must say 
I’m afraid you’ll find her a terrible trial.” 

44 O no,” replied Mr. Brandon, 44 1 am not at 
all afraid of having any trouble with her. I think 
I have discovered traits of character in her, that 
with cultivation, will make her all that a woman 
should be. As her father consented before we 
entered the house to let her go, if you were wil¬ 
ling, I think the child better be called, and she 
shall decide the matter.” 


Violet entered with a trembling step and seat¬ 
ed herself near the door. 

44 Come here,’’said Mr. Brandon, kindly, 44 your 
parents have consented that you may live with xge. 
In the winter I live in the great city of New 
York, but in the summer, I have a fine resi¬ 
dence on the banks-of the Hudson river, where I 
have any quantity of flowers and beautiful trees; 
now do you think you would really like to leave 
your parents, and all your brothers and sisters, 
and go with me?” 

44 Yes sir, if you please, I should love dearly 
to live where there are so many beautiful trees 
and flowers.” 

44 Well, Mr. Lee, I suppose we may consider 
the bargain as concluded, and to-morrow we will 
have the writings made oat in legal form. You 
are to yield all claim to her, and henceforth her 
name shall be Violet Brandon.” 

The adoption of Violet by the fine gentleman 
at the tavern, was the talk of the whole village 
through its entire length and breadth, and all 
but her Sabbath school teacher wondered at his 
choice. She had discovered the beautiful gem 
that was hid from other eyes, and rejoiced that 
it was likely to be cherished and made to show 
its brilliant light. The appointed day at length 
came, and Violet, with her new father, bade 
adieu to all her friends in Rockland, who be¬ 
held her departure not only with tearless eyes, 
but even with a satisfied look that they had dis¬ 
posed of such an unprofitable child so well. 

Violet was received by # Mrs. Brandon with 
open arms, who immediately took the little tim¬ 
id stranger to her heart, and lavished upon 
her all a mother’s fondness. And that night as 
Violet lay in her downy bed, and felt the affec¬ 
tionate good-night kiss of her new mother, she 
felt that she was in a new world, and almost 
feared lo close her eyes, lest she shonld wake up 
and find it all a dream. She was immediately 
placed at school, and received every advantage 
that wealth or position could procure for her. 
And under the affectionate care and instruction 
of Mr. and Mrs. Brandon, her opening mind was 
filled with precepts of wisdom, and sound moral 
principles, that in future years would fit her to 
adorn any sphere in which her lot might be cast. 

We will pass over the years of Violet’s educa¬ 
tion, and look upon her again as a graceful, ac¬ 
complished young lady of eightoen. Those 
deep bine eyes still speak out the language of 
the soul, and her beautiful brow bears the seal 
of a glorious intellect. Her hair, that once bore 
a sonny hue, has grown a trifle darker, yet her 
features wear the same innocent expression they 
did an childhood, the same that interested Mr. 
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Brandon so much when he first met her by the 
brook. 

It was evening, and a brilliant assembly of the 
fashionable were convened at one of the most 
princely mansions of New York. 

“ So yon have not got married during your 
long sojourn in the Quaker City,” said the young¬ 
er of the two gentlemen, that were engaged in 
conversation in a recess of one of the windows. 

" No," replied his companion, “ I shall never 
enter into the state matrimonial, until I can find 
a wife that has some pretension to s heart and 
soul, beneath a fashionable exterior." 

“ Why, Fred, you seem to intimate that the 
majority of our fashionable ladies are destitute of 
those useful appendages. Don’t be so very 
uncharitable." 

“ It is too true, Henry, they are educated now¬ 
adays not to be useful wives and mothers, but 
merely gandy butterflies of fashion, to glitter in 
the ball room, or lonnge in idleness at home." 

“ Well, Fred, I must own there is too much 
truth in what you say, but there is one here in 
this goodly company that I think could bear 
even your severe criticism." 

“ Who is she * the lady dressed so simply in 
white, with no ornament save a rose-bud in her 
hair 1" 

“ Yes, the very same. perceive she has al¬ 
ready attracted your attention, and if you wish, 
I will introduce her as soon as there is a good 
opportunity." 

"Do so, by all fheans. She is very lovely, 
and something tells me the beauty of her mind 
compares favorably with that of her face." 

At this point in the conversation of the friends, 
a call was made for music, and one after anoth¬ 
er of the fair belles were conducted to the 
piano. 

u You cannot deny that our ladies hhve supe¬ 
rior talent for music," said Henry Eaton, again 
addressing his companion. “ The brilliant ex¬ 
ecution of 9ome of these difficult opera songs will 
convince you of that" 

“ Yes, they have talent, certainly, but it would 
suit my taste to see it employed differently. Give 
me some simple, soul stirring melody, that touch¬ 
es the heart, and causes it to vibrate to its strain 
of joy or soirow. This is music such as I love. 
To hear a lady screech at the top of her voice, 
distorting her face most hideously, and growing 
red in the effort, and all because it is fashionable, 
thus to torture herself, appears to me su¬ 
premely foolish." 

“O Frtd, : you are incorrigible; but hush, 
there is Miss Brandon taking her seat at the 
piano. I hopeehe will not destroy the favorable 


opinion you have formed of her by singing an 
opera song." 

Violet run her hands over the keys for a few 
moments, then burst into a wild, passionate mel¬ 
ody, as beautifol as it was new* She sung with 
her whole heart thrown into her rich voice, and it 
had its effect upon the company, for when the 
last note died away, there were hut few dry 
eyes. 

“ How beautiful, how * touching I" exclaimed 
Frederick Stedman, with enthusiasm. “ I must 
know more of this lady. What if I should find 
in her my long-sought ideal of a wife." 

The last observation was mental, for bed it 
been otherwise, his friend, Henry Eaton, would 
have watched his farther intercourse with Miss 
Brandon rather more closely than he could wish. 
As it was, he managed to procure an introduc¬ 
tion to her, and also was favored with the priv¬ 
ilege of escorting her home. This was the com¬ 
mencement of a more intimate acquaintance, 
and how for she realized his ideal will be seen 
hereafter. 

Violet, a few months later, was sitting in her 
private room, an apartment that had been fitted 
up by Mr. Brandon especially for her use. 
Around her was ail that her own exquisite taite 
could suggest, or wealth could procure, to make 
this a favorite retreat. She was sitting nervously 
taming over the leaves of a book, although it was 
evident her thoughts were far away from the 
printed page before her. At length, she receiv¬ 
ed a summons to attend Mr. Brandon in the li¬ 
brary, and with trembling step she songht 
him there. 

“ Sit down, Violet," said Mr. Brandon, lead¬ 
ing her toaseat opposite him. “ I wish to con¬ 
verse with you upon a subject affecting your 
happiness for life. Don’t blush so, dear; I per¬ 
ceive you are already aware of the nature of my 
communication. Well, as I was about to say, 
a young gentleman, Frederick Stedman by name, 
has had an interview with me this morning, 
and asked me for your hand in marriage. Yout 
heart," he says, “ he believes is already his; now 
I wish to know if this is really the case, for nev¬ 
er, with my consent, shall your hand be given, 
where your heart cannot accompany the gift. I 
have seen enough misery in the world from such 
unnatural alliances." 

“ Dear father, he has told you truly," replied 
Violet; “ my heart has long been his, and should 
you sanction my choice, I shall be supremely 
happy." 

“ I am glad, my dear, you have spoken so 
frankly, and now permit me to congratulate you 
upon the conquest you have made. I perceived 
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that Mr. Btedman was rather particular in bis 
attentions to yon, and I made mfcny inquiries 
csm— iog Mm, and was most agreeably stir- 
prised to find he was the son of a most intimate 
college friend of mine, that I had lost all trace of 
for many yean. I can see he inherits all the no¬ 
ble qualities of his father, and to no one else 
would I st> willingly entrust my sweet, wild flow¬ 
er I found blooming in the shade- I am con¬ 
fident, Violet, that he appreciates you, and you 
know by the experience of your childhood, how 
necessary this is to your happiness.” 

“I do indeed, for never, until you took me to 
your home and heart, did I know the luxury of 
speaking the thoughts that would come into my 
mind, into a kindred ear. To speak of the beauty 
of a flower, or admire a strain of poetry, and not , 
he laughed at for my folly, seedned so strange 
stint 1 never can be grateful enough to you, 
and my dear adopted mother, for all your kind¬ 
ness so the little one you met so fortunately by 
the brook.” 

* * * * * # 

It was a bright pleasant day in early autumn, 
when a group of villagers might be seen, idly 
lounging about the somewhat antiquated struc¬ 
ture that served as the only hotel of Rockland. 
They were anxiously watching fur the mail 
stage; soon to their great satisfaction, that clumsy 
vehicle came rolling along through a cloud of 
dust to the door of the hotel. A gentleman and 
lady alighted, and scarcely had they entered the 
house, when die .whole group, to whom they were 
strangers, forthwith began to speculate upon 
who they could be, where they came from, and 
how long they were going to stay. Sally Jones, 
who held the office of chambermaid in the estab¬ 
lishment, said she guessed they were just mar¬ 
ried, and Mrs. Emery who had dropped in a few 
moments before, hearing the remark, set off as 
fimt as her powers of locomotion would allow, to 
tell her neighbor, the grocer's wife, that a stylish 
bridal party had put up at die hotel. She in 
turn communicated tbe fact to Amt Hester, the , 
venerable spinster of tbe village,, and so before 
two hours had elapsed,.all the inhabitants of 
Rockland were apprised of the astonishing fact, 
that two paeons had actually put up at the 
hotel. 

The family of Harvey Lee had experienced 
but few changes since the departure of Violet, 
except the marriage and settlement in their vi¬ 
cinity of their eldest son and daughter, the two 
most promising members of < their family, at least 
so their parents thoughts Young Harvey had 
taken a farm adjoining his fetor's, and Nancy 
had recently becometo mistressof a great ea- 
6 


8fr 


tabtifihment, where she bustled about with all the 
dignity of a matron, and drove a great business , 
in the dairy line. On to afternoon of the day 
when such an event had taken place inBoek- 
land, Mrs Lee, after having finished her chores, 
as she called them, had seated herself in her sit¬ 
ting-room/ and began busily plying the needle. 
She was wishing mentally that somebody would 
come m, when Mrs. Jones, her confidential neigh¬ 
bor, unceremoniously entered. 

“ Good afternoon, Mias Lee, you see I was out 
a spell this aAemoon, and I thought 1 d drop 
in here on myway home.” 

“ I am so glad you did, I wus just wishing 
somebody would come in, for I haven’t beard a 
word of news Iden't know when.” 

“La me, then Vm jist the one you ought to 
see. Tou haint heard about the bridal folks up 
to the tavern, then ?” 

“ Mercy, no. Who's get married now 1 There 
wasn't any publishments up in the meetingrhouse , 
last Sunday, for I looked particketar*” 

“ O dear, it isn't anybody round here. They 
are some strangers that's staying at the tavern. 
Sally, you know, is chambermaid there, andr 
she sent me word by Aunt Hester. I've been 
meaning to go and tee the landlady this long 
while, so I thought I'd take my knitting-work 
this afternoon and go, and perhaps I should get 
a glimpse of the strangers.” 

“ Well, did you make out? Do let us hear.” 

“ Yes, I see 'em, and I tell yon what, Miss 
Lee, they are the handsomest couple that ever 
stepped their foot into the town of Rockland. 1 
had a real good sight at 'em, and she's as hand- 
sum as a picter, and la, what a step she had. 
She’s a real born lady, and no mistake*” 

“What's their name, and how long are toy 
going to stay ?” 

“ I believe Aunt Hester said it was Sled man, 
or Stanley, or some snob name. Nancy could 
not find cut how long they were going to stay. 
But, mercy on me, Miss Lee, as sure as you're a 
livin' woman, tore toy are, coming straight 
towards your house*” , 

“And such a looking cap as I've got on, toD,” 
said Mm. Lee, in great consternation. “ Since 
Nancy got married, I haint had nobody to fix 
ms up*” 

“ Now yea see if you. hadn't give away Vio¬ 
let, she would have been grown up by this time, 
andablsto help you.” ; 

“ Yes, I know it, Mrs. Jones, if she’d had 
any gumption about her, but you know what a 
queer child she was. O dear, there are toss 
folks knocking at the door* What can toy 
want hexe V! 
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“ Is Mr. or Mrs. Lae in V* said the gentleman, 
as the door opened. 

“I aro Mrs. Lee, sir, wont you and the lady 
please to walk in 1 I sat right down after dinner 
net as I was, and yon must excuse my looks, for 
I'm bad a power of work to do to-day." 

*' No apology is due on your part," said the 
gentleman; “ it's we who have made bold to enter 
your house as strangers, who ought to apologize. 
Our name is Stedman; my wife thought she 
could not leave Rockland without seeing you." 

u Without seeing me I I think there most be i 
a mistake, somewhere," said Mrs. Lee, address- i 
ing the lady. "I don't know as I ever saw you 
before." 

“ Did you not have & daughter Yiolet ?" said 
the gentleman, “ whom yon gate away to a Mr. , 
Brandon 1” 

“ La, yes, and I haven't heard from her this 
long time. I tpose they knew you was coming 
through Rockland, and wanted you to call. Do \ 
tell us how she is, and if she's got over them 
foolish ways she had when a child." 

The lady could restrain her feelings no long¬ 
er, but approaching Mrs. Lee, sbe said, in a 
tremulous voice: i 

“ Don't you know me, mother. Don't yon j 
know your long lost Violet, [your foolish child, 
as you used to call her? " 
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“ Well, I never/* exclaimed Mrs. Jones, and 
Mrs. Lee simultaneously, holding up both hands, 
while the tears actually dimmed the eyes of the 
latter. “ That I should live to see this dt^i It 
doesn’t seem to me yon can be Violet Lee that 
was. So grand looking, and such a lady. Now 
1 thought onr Nancy had made out uncommon 
■marrying that ere Stephen Morse, bnt I declare 
•yon have beat the whole on 'em.” 

“ I am glad, mother, if I have exceeded the 
expectations yon formed of me when a child. 
I thought, as we are going to take op onr resi- 
• denoe tn a western city, I should like Ur see the 
old homestead once more, the scene of my early 
•rambles.” 

“ Ton auxt going to leave ns light off, now, 
that is too bad,” said Mrs. Lee. * III tell yon 
what, yon mast stay here all night, and I'll have 
Harvey and bis wife over here, and Nancy and 
her husband, and now I think of it, Edward 
and George, who've been oat to work this week, 
art earning home to-night, so you'll see all on 'em 
at once. I sha'n't think of letting yon go to-night.” 

Violet con Id not restrain her tears to hear 
befell f thus cordially pressed to stay in the 
house, where she once was considered so out 
of place. As they were not expecting to leave 
until the afternoon of the next day, Violet and 
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her hothead did stay, end employed their time 
until nearly dark, in rambling about all her At* 
yorite haunts In childhood. She stood with a 
swelling heart beneath the old elm by the brook, 
where she first saw Mr. Brandon, and among the 
rest of her wanderings, she did not forget to 
visit her garret chamber, which to her great joy 
remained precisely as she had left it It was a 
happy family gathering at Harvey Lee's that 
evening, and the parents, proud of their once stu¬ 
pid, uncared-for child, strove by oft*repeated ex¬ 
pressions of admiration to atone for die neglect 
of former years. George had not forgotten the 
sister of his childhood, but kissed Violet over and 
over again, and was made happy as a king when 
she promised to educate him at her own expense 
if he wished a profession. Violet started the 
next day with her husband for their western 
home, where they were to meet Mr. and Mrs. 
Brandon, who were going to spend the remainder 
of their days with their beloved children. There 
wete many tears shed by the Lee family at this 
parting from Violet, and although she felt deep¬ 
ly grateful that they had at last acknowledged 
her “ to be grown up to be worth something," 
yet she could not help feeling that as far ms her 
character, the deep-workings of her heart, were 
concerned, she was still, and ever would be by. 
them, unappreciated. 


3 






THE WEST POINT* C&DET; 


89' 
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BT H. W. LORING. 


Mrs. Helen Bolton was # married to a man 
she adored, a man^ wbpm she, the belle of two 
seasons, had distinguished amidst a throng of 
suitors, more or less disinterested, and more or 
less distinguished. He was handsome, accom¬ 
plished, intellectual, of irreproachable morals, 
and independent fortune. Their tastes agreed 
perfectly. She was, like himself, tired of city 
life and the frivolities of fashion, and gladly 
learned that it was her husband’s desire to reside 
the whole year round at his beautiful estate, 
Linden Villa, which was situated on the lordly 
Hudson, some sixty miles above New York. 

Linden Villa was built in the Italian style, and 
covered a great extent of ground. The, grounds 
were laid out with exquisite taste, according to 
the most approved principles of landscape-gard¬ 
ening. In the training of the trees, and their 
picturesque groupings on the lawn, and in the 
meadow, the hand of art was dexterously con¬ 
cealed, and it seemed as if nature alone, in her 
most genial mood, had piled and balanced tfiose 
pyramids of verdure—shaded the rivulet just 
where it wanted shade, crowned the summit just 
where a feathered crest was needed against the 
dark blue sky, and permitted those glimpses of 
the noble river just where it wooed the eye most 
lovingly. There were grape-houses and conser¬ 
vatories, beneath whose high transparent roofs 
an artificial summer reigned when all without 
was bleak and desolate. The rooms of the mah- 
sion were spacious. The broad hall was floored 
with many-colored woods ; the drawing room 
was lofty and richly-decorated; there was a fine 
library, and a picture-gallery, where one might 
pass days without a wish to stir abroad. Some 
half a-dozen fine horses for riding and driving, 
occupied the stables. In a word, the establish¬ 
ment and its style were snch as few gentlemen 
can boast of—it was the home of opulence and 
taste. 

Of coarse its lovely mistress was happy ? We 
shall answer that question by laying before the 
reader a copy of abetter, marked “ very private 
and confidential/’ and addressed to a married 
cousin—a wild, dashing, harum-scarum creature, 
who lived some ten or twenty miles off. 

MSB. HELEN BOLTON TO MBS. MFLLICBNT 
MARS AT* 

11 Linden Villa, Sept. 1,186—. 

“Mt hear Millicent,— You ask me if I 
tm happy, and I will try lo answer you with all 
the frankness that your fidelity, friendship, kind¬ 


ness and trustworthiness inspire. Without be¬ 
ing the most miserable woman on the face of the 
earth, I am far from being content. When you 
saw our place, you called it a perfect paradise; 
had you have seen my Henry, who was then 
away from home, you would have envied me my 
lot, though yourself married to the man of your 
heart. But you will see him—you must see him, 
for I rely on you for the execution of a project I 
have conceived. 

“ Briefly then : though my husband is all in 
all to me—though I never regret the gay society 
I resigned for his sake, to enjoy his company,— 1 
I begin to fear that I am not all in all to him. 
He appears to me distrait; shall I say it ?—in- * 
different. Once—that was before we were mar¬ 
ried—he would change color if I accepted the 
hand of another in a ball-room. Now I may 
flirt with the young parson, who drops in occa¬ 
sionally of an evening—and who, by the way, is 
a very pleasant man—without causing him the 
slightest uneasiness. He seems to have no de¬ 
sire to monopolize my attention, and he passes 
many hours away from me that I know he might 
spend in my company. Those odious books! 
and above all those miserable mathematics? 
Do you know that I begin to think that the ca¬ 
liph, who burned the library of Alexandria, was 
a very sensible person ? The ladies of Alexan¬ 
dria were certainly very much indebted to him. 
The q#>er day, at the breakfast table, I had been 
reading^ him a long account of the latest Parisian" 
fashions, he, all the while, gazing on me, his hand 
resting on his chin, looking the picture of intelli¬ 
gence and attention; bat when I asked him what 
he thought of the dress introduced by the Duch¬ 
ess of Montpensier, for evening costume, he re¬ 
plied : 1 The solidity of a truncated triangular 
prism is found by adding together the altitudes 
of the three vertices of the inclined section, and 
multiplying their sum by one third 1 of the area : 
of the base / and I found his head had been run- * 
ning on that paltry geometry all the time. 

“ Now, dear Millicent, the question is—have I 
lost his heart or not? That is the problem to be w 
solved, as he would say in his horrid mathemati¬ 
cal jargon. Desperate cases require desperate 
remedies. Now you, and you alone, can aid 
me. My poor weak head, after a week’s labor, 
has concocted the following scheme; and I know 
you to be as daring in execution as I am ingen¬ 
ious in planning. I know you, too—excuse me 
for flattering—to be the wildest little madcap liv¬ 
ing, and that marriage has not tamed you in the 
least, but only taught you the necessity of con¬ 
cealing your eccentricities. Didn’t yon, at the 

boaiding school, out of revenge for the short 

Digitized by VJUUVIL 





90 


THE WEST POINT CADET. 


commons gn which she kept us, shoot Madame 
Vinaigre’s parrot, and compel the cook, on pain 
of being horsewhipped, to serve it up to her with 
claret sauce 1 Did you pot rob Mr, Vandover’s 
melon patch ? But why rehearse those exploits ? 

“ The tirpe seems fitting for my grand complot, 
as our old French teacher would say. Your hus¬ 
band is away—you must needs be. lonely—come 
to Linden Villa. But you must not come as 
Millicent Marsay, but as a gallant cavalier, lured 
hither by the attraction of my bright eyes ; not 
as yourself in short, but as your brother, Dick 
Reynolds, the West Point c^det. You told me 
that he left his unifor^n at your house when he 
went off to pass his vacation at the White Moan* 
tains. Don’t scruple, then, to don the regiment¬ 
als. There is no company at our house, and you 
will only be seen by my husband, myself, and the 
servants. You must flirt with me desperately, 
and try the effect on Bolton. If you arouse his 
jealousy, all my doubts will vanish into thin air, 
and I shall be the happiest of women. Let the 
answer to this letter be your dear self. 

‘‘Adieu, with much love, Helex.” 

On the afternoon following the day on which 
this private and confidential epistle had been de¬ 
spatched, a handsome young fellow—apparently 
—in uniform, was presented by Mrs. Bolton to 
her husband, as her oousin, Mr. Richard Rey¬ 
nolds of the West Point Academy. 

“ My dear sir, I am very happy to see you,” 
said Bolton, shaking his (her) hand cordially. 
“ I have often heard my wife speak of you, and 
desired to know you for her sake and mine. It 
is a great pleasure to meet a gentleman from a 
school so famous for mathematical proficiency. 
I shall ask your aid, at your leisure, in the solu¬ 
tion of a few problems—” 

“ O, hang mathematics 1” cried the youngster. 
“ We’re bored enough with them at the Point in 
term-time. I’ve no idea of spending my vaca¬ 
tion over triangles and quantities.” 

“ But, my dear sir,” remonstrated Bolton, 
gently, “don’t you think the study of mathe¬ 
matics one of the most important of pursuits V 9 

“ No, my boy !” cried the young gentleman, 
slapping his host on the back. “ Give me war, 
wine, and the ladies.” 

“ But war is nothing.without mathematics.” 

“ Hang mathematics ! I say again,” cried the 
young hopeftil. “That’s for the engineer de¬ 
partment. Give me a fleet horse and a sharp 
sabre, and the smile of a sweetheart as lovely as 
Helen, and I care for nothing else. 

1 Ilia borne and his sword, 

And his lady, the peerless, 

Are all that ore prised 

By Orlande the fearless.’ * 


By the way, I hear you have scene good bits of 
blood in your stable— I shall try their mettle to¬ 
morrow. I brought a pair of Rippon spurs in 
my pocket—and I mean to give your nags the 
gaflfii to-morrow. No slow coaches for me! I 
have had enough of spavined nags at the Point.” 

“ Anything of mine is at your service, sir,” 
said Mr. Bolton, with a stately bow. 

“I can hardly realize,” said the young sol¬ 
dier, turning his back on Mr. Bolton , 44 that you 
are married, Helen. Do you remember the last 
evening we passed together V 9 

“ Can I ever forget it, Dick!” replied the lady. 

44 It seems you did forget me," said the young 
cadet, pointing to Bolton. 

44 My dear,” said Mr. Bolton, “ since you have 
company to amuse you, I trust you and your 
cousin will excuse me. ^I am calculating the 
area of some irregular solids, and I hate to 
lose a moment.” 

Mrs. Bolton gave the required license, and the 
husband vanished into his study. 

“ How did I play my part, dear Helen V 9 ask¬ 
ed the cadet. 

“Admirably, Millicent; but how provokingly 
cool Henry was.” 

“ I am piqued at his behaviour,” replied Milli¬ 
cent, “ and will do my best to shake his philos¬ 
ophy.” 

“We will flirt all the evening,” said Mrs. 
Bolton. 

“That we will,” replied MiHicent, gaily; 
“ and we’ll snub him most outrageously.” 

“ Here comes my maid, Prudence—a terrible 
prying old thing; she’ll help the plot along by 
telling tales of me to Mr. Bolton,” said Mrs. B. 

The ladies were sitting together on the sofa, 
and Millicent had her arm round Helen’s waist. 
Mrs. Prudence, a thin, sharp nosed demoiselle of 
fifty, stopped at the doorway, and uttered a liitle 
scream as she beheld them. 

44 1 spose I’d better not come in, mim,” she 
said. 44 1 begs yonr pardon for intruding ; but I 
wanted lo ask you if you would have tea now.” 

“ 0, come in, Prudence—this is only my cous¬ 
in. Is tea ready V 9 

“ Yes, mim,” replied the maid, primming up 
her parched lips. 

“ Then tell Mr. Bolton.” 

“ Yes, mim. I hopes you bear me no malice, 
mini, for coming in without knocking. I didn’t 
know there was a young gentleman with you.” 

44 Go away, Prudence, and deliver my errand.” 

Prudence tripped away, and tapped with her 
nails at the study door. Receiving no reply, 
she employed her knuckles, and that producing 
no effect, she opened the door and walked in. 
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“ Mb*is iaji m bow rasper’s ready, and yon 
an wanted directly, sir.” 

“ Tell her Hot tri wait for me," replied Bolton, 
without raising hie eyes from the sheet of strange 
hieroglyphics that lay before him on the table. 

u Perhaps yon doesn't know a* how there's a 
young gentleman to tea." 

“ Yes, yes—my wife's cousin." 

“I im glad it's her cousin, air. I was in 
hopes, sir,—if you'll excuse me for the setrti- 
mens,—I was In hopes that it was her brother." 

“ Why so, Prudence ?" 

“ I never tells tales ont of school." 

“ But I choose to be answered when I ask a 
question," said Bolton, raising his eyes from his 
paper. “ I ask you why yon hoped it was her 
brother?" 

“ Cause, sir." 

" Answer I" 

44 1 prefer not to," said the waiting-maid, tan- 
talisittgly. 

Mr. Bolton rose and took hold of her sharp 
shoulder. 

44 Let me go, sir!" said the handmaiden, sharp¬ 
ly. 41 I'm not used to be treated like I was a nig¬ 
ger. If I am a servant, I has my rights." 

44 You observed," said Mr. Bolton, calmly, sit¬ 
ting down, 44 that yon wished the yonng man had 
been my wife's brother. You can explain your 
meaning, or leave the room—I am indifferent 
which." 

44 Well, sir,—if I must speak out,—I thinks 
that when young gentlemen has their arms about 
ladies' waists, and them is married ladies, sir, 
they ought to be their wives, or feastwayB, their 
sisters." 

44 Umph! so this, young gentleman had his 
arm round Helen's waist ?" 

44 1 see it with my own eyes, sir." 

44 Pshaw! he's only her cousin. I'll go right 
down to supper." 

Mr. Bolton was very attentive to his wife at 
the table, but not so attentive as the cadet, nor 
did the object of his gallantry receive hi* petits 
90*m with the same pleasure she manifested 
at those of her cousin. Their eyes met often; 
they smiled on each other, and they whispered 
together. Mr. Bolton began to be uneasy. When 
the table was cleared, he did not retire as usual 
to his study, but remained on the field, watchful 
and alert. The evident success of their plot re¬ 
doubled the malice of the conspirators, and when 
Bolton retired for the night, he was a decided 
victim of the green iyed monster 

44 O, woman! woman! inexplicable riddle 1" 
he mattered to himeelf. 44 Starve her, maltreat 
her, and she clings to you Eke a dog!—surround 


her with every luxury, grant her every wish, and 
her heart tarns from you with contempt! O, 
Helen 1 Helen 1 little did I expect this from 
yon!" 

The next morning he rose feverish and uh- 
happy, and he eertainly passed a miserable day, 
for the conspirators, wishing to make assurance 
doubly sure, counterfeited, with cruel skill, the 
phases of an absorbing mutual passion. That 
evening Bolton passed shut up in his study, a 
prey to despair. It was ten o'clock when he 
heard a light tap at the bay window that opened 
on the piazza. 

44 Who's there ?" he asked, as he undid the 
fastening. 

44 Hush 1—not a word; it's only I," replied a 
voice. 

44 And who are you 1" asked Bolton, gruffly. 

44 Your old friend—Ned Marsay." 

44 Come in, Ned—come in. What brought you 
here at this hour ? And how'B your wife 1" 

44 Why, you know better than I do. You have 
seen her later." 

44 1 seen her I You knew I haven't seen her 
at aU yet." 

44 But she's been in your house two days." 

44 You're mad." 

44 Not a bit of it. Hear me," replied Marsay. 
44 1 left her to go to Boston, on business, expect¬ 
ing to be absent a fortnight However, I de¬ 
spatched my affairs in two days, and hastened 
home, for I am so young a husbhnd that absence 
is a painful affair to me. Judge of my surprise 
when I found that she had gone off, no one knew 
whither. I was at a loss to know what was the 
cause of this escapade, when, as luck would have 
it, I found a letter, which she carelessly left in 
her dressing-room, from yoftr wife, and which 
explained everything. Here it is." 

Bolton eagerly caught the letter, the same 
with which the reader is already acquainted, and 
perused it eagerly. After reading it, he handed 
it back to Marsay, with a hearty laugh. 

44 By Jove! Ned," said he, 44 I'll turn the ta¬ 
bles oh them, and pay them for this. Witt you 
forgive me if I should give your wife a thorough 
scare?" 

44 1 doubt if you can scare her," replied Mar¬ 
say, laughing. 44 She's as bold a creature as ever 
fired a fowling-piece without winking, or put her 
hone over a five-barred gate. She deserves a 
lesson for this last freak. Why, she out-bloom¬ 
ers Bloomer. In regimentals 1—only think of it." 

“ Well, I have a plan id my head for bringing 
her into subjection, 9 ' replied Bottom, smiling. 
44 But you?ll sleep here to-night?" 

44 No, I'll go back to the tavern." 
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“ Very well—perhaps thurtbert. Gome round 
here to-morrow morning early.” 

“ Well, then, good night,” said Maieay. w I'll 
cut across the lawn.” And the two Mends 
separated. 

The next morning Mrs. Mars ay was walking 
by herself in a little wood back of the villa, when 
she was suddenly encountered by Bolton. 

44 Well met, young gentleman,” said he; Tory 
sternly. 

“ You rise early,” said MUlicent, carelessly. 

44 I always do when I hare business on hand,” 
was the reply. 

“ Pardon me,” said Millicent, “ I thought Mr. 
Bolton a man of elegant leisure, who despised 
business, and was fortunate enough to hare none 
on his hands.” 

“ The care of my honor is sufficient badness.” 

44 Plait-ilf I do not understand you,” Said 
Millicent, coolly. 

“ Tell me, sir,” continued Bolton,“ were you 
not well received at my house V* 

44 My dear Helen was certainly very glad to 
see me,” answered Millicent ; 44 but you began 
to bore me with your angles and hypothenuses 
as Soon as you were presented to me. You were 
diablement ennuyeux, man char** 

“Yet my house and all it contained were 
placed at your service. I allowed you to ride 
my horses, shoot over my dogs, and ransack xny 
graperies.” 

“And I availed myself of the privilege, sir. 
I ran your horses, astonished your pointers, and 
ruined your graperies. What more would you 
have me do ? I couldn’t empty your cellar—I 
have no head fopdrinking.” 

“ You have forgotten one thing in the cata¬ 
logue of your exploits, sir.” 

44 Name it.” 

“ I did not give yon carte blanche to make love 
to my wife.” 

44 No, indeed I for that was my duty to a pret¬ 
ty woman, neglected by her husband. Cda va 
eons dire” 

44 Sir, you have abused my hospitality.” 

44 Sir, you bore me. I would be alone.” 

44 This insolence is too much 1” said Mr. 
Bolton ; 44 and let me tell you that I have come 
•here to chastise you—to demand satisfaction. 
You are a soldier—you know what that means.” 

“Of course,” replied Millicent, a little flutter¬ 
ed. “ Well, we’ll see about that—we’ll arrange 
time, weapons, and place.” 

“ Wherever I meet my foe, there I make my 
hatfle^grunudJ” answered Bolton. 44 There is no 
time nor .place like the present; and for weap- 
onq, here are a pair of hair-triggersand he 


produced a braoe of 4aetHng-pistois as bespoke. 

“Hold!” cried Millicent, turning pale; “this 
is earryinga j^st too Tar. Mr. Bolton, forgive 
me. I have been {flaying a cruel trick on you; 
I am not what I seem; I am no soldiers—no 
man,—but a wild; self-willed woman.” 

“A woman!” cried Bolton, with a derisive 
laugh. “ This is the quintessence of impudent 
ingenuity, foiled in your hopes of impunity, 
deceived in your reckoning of my blindness and 
indifference, yon seek to escape by an incredible 
falsehood. Come! take your weapon and your 
distance!” 

“ Mr. Bolton!” shrieked Millicent, thoroughly 
alarmed, 44 1 am not deceiving you nowi I am 
your friend’s wife; I am that MiHioent Marsay 
of whose mad freaks you have doubtless based 
so much. O, if my husband were only here, he 
would confirm the truth of all I have stated V* 

44 You hear her, Marsay !—oome forth 1” cried 
Bolton. And Mr. Edward Marsay stepped for¬ 
ward from a screen of bushes, which had served 
to conceal him. “ Do you acknowledge this lady 
to be your true and lawful wife V 9 
44 1 do,” replied Marsay, taking the repentant 
sinner in his arms; “ though it is hard to believe 
my eyes when I see her in that dress.” 

“ 1 will never assume it again, Ned,” said the 
lady, half sobbing, half crying* 

To make a long story short, the parties re¬ 
turned to breakfast at the villa. Mrs. Bolton 
was cured of her doubts, Mrs. Marsay of her 
love of masquerading, while Bolton made his 
peace by promising in future to be a little less 
studious, and a little more attentive. 


ENERGY. 

See how that fellow works! No obstacles too 
great for him to surmount; no ocean too wide 
for him to leap; no mountain too high for him 
to scale. He will make a stir in the world and 
no mistake. Such are the men who build our 
railroads, dig up the mountains in California, 
and enrich the world. There is nothing gained 
by idleness and sloth. This is a world of ac¬ 
tion, and to make money, gain a reputation, and 
exert a happy influence, men must be active, 
persevering and energetic. They must not quail 
at shadows, run from lions, or attempt to dodge 
the lightning. Go forward zealously in whatever 
you undertake, and we will risk you anywhere 
and through life.—AT, Y. Picayune . 


He that has the fewest faults, has compara¬ 
tively none at all; no man has more faults than 

he that pretends to have non#. 
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Tax seventh coalition against Bonaparte was 
formed, and the Spanish peninsula had become 
the scene and centre of all the horrors attendant 
on savage and unrelenting war. 

Castile, once the garden of Spain, where every 
thing invited to indolent repose—where the 
senses were lolled by the rustling of groves, and 
the murmurs of running streamlets—where the 
ripening pomegranates and the thickets of myr* 
das, citrons and oranges delighted the eye, and 
where the sweet tones of the lute were wont to 
greet the ear at eventide—had been ravaged by a 
desolating, foreign foe. The heart saddened as 
the eye roamed over that once beautiful and op¬ 
ulent land,—now stripped of its waving fields of 
gram, and smoking with the ruins of those cities 
renowned in Moorish story. 

Vast plains, destitute of tree or shrub, appear¬ 
ed on every side, surrounded by long mountain 
ranges, mottled with variegated marbles and 
granites, around whose cliffs the vulture and the 
eagle wheeled, ready at any moment to pounce 
upon their unsuspecting victims. 
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Yet amid all this desolation, engulphed in the 
bosoms of the mountains, were the most beauti¬ 
ful and verdant valleys, where the desert and the 
garden strove for the mastery*—and where the 
very rocks were covered with carpets of velvet 
turf, from which sprang the fig or orange tree. 

A stranger was sauntering among the moun¬ 
tain passes of the Contal pine,now scrambling up 
a rough ascent, and now leaping across a chasm 
in the earth, made by some giant convulsion of 
aatura, when suddenly, as he stood upon a mas¬ 
sive granite boulder which was detached from 
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the nature rock, bieeye retted upon e thick col¬ 
umn of smoke which was slowly ascending from 
behind a neighboring peak. The yoongman 
wit armed, and hit armor betokened him ait 
officer in the Cnirjpeien of the Old Guard of 
Napoleon. Considerably above the ordinary 
height—broad shouldered, and deep cheated, hit 
every motion showed that he was still possessed 
of grace and flexibility of limb. His large black 
eye was animated with the excitement of his 
ramble, and his noble features lighted np with a 
smile of disdain, as he looked towards that black 
column, which, rising higher and higher, spread 
itself in. a cloud over the top of the mountain. 

“ 'Tie not then the soldiers of the Little Cor¬ 
poral alone, who lay waste the fair hills of Spain. 
Bat I mast be away and ascertain what new 
marks of love the British have been showing the 
peasantry of Castile!” 



Thus saying, he turned, and leaping chasms 
and creeping, along narrow footpaths on the vary x 
edges of precipices* he pushed on, gained the 
peak behind which he bad seen the smoke ascend, 
when to his surprise he found himself separated 
from it by still another cliff. Still on he push¬ 
ed, slowly he descended, clinging to the boughs 
of old trees, and dislodging constantly fragments 
of rocks, which, falling into the torrents below, 
awaken echoes on every side. 

After every obstacle is surmounted, he see* 
below turn the smouldering nuns of the pleasant 
Tillage of Navaladid, over' which the clouds of 
smoke still hung. Slowly he approaches the 
scene of desolation, and stopping before the 
mouldering remains of a cottage which bad been 
somewhat larger than its fdlows, gases sadly on 
the scene before him. 

Here lay the body of an old gray-haired man, 
his white locks clotted with gore, and his skull 
struck open by a blow from a musket. But 
dearly had the murderer paid for that blow, for 
amid the ashes, he lay all covered with dirt and 
gore, his right arm still grappling in death the 
murderous musket* and the life blood slowly 
oozing from his ghastly wounds. 


Sickened by the sight, he was about to leave 
the spot, when a,hand was bud upon his shoul¬ 
der, and a fair vision stood before him. A strange 
picture it was—that fair young Spanish maiden, 
as she stood among those blackened ruins—her 
black eyes flashing, her arched nostrils dilating, 
her short thin lips quivering with passion, and 
her right arm brandishing a dagger which glis¬ 
tened in the sunlight. It seemed as if she had 
risen from the ground, so suddenly and noise¬ 
lessly had she appeared upon the scene. Un- 
oonscioaely the young man's hand grasped the 
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hilt df hi* flagger, but ere he had diutfU It, the 
thuMeo disregarding the uioVement, sift!: : 

“'Bfcraftgfer, this sight of blood dfJgfcstt even 
you, who fttt accustomed to the shock and roar 
of battle.' Follow me, and I will show ydU some- 
tttfng to excite your horror 1" 

“ Whither would you lead met* asked the 
youhg man, in the pure dialect of Castile. 

“ to yonder ruined Castle, perched upon that 
diff Where those two crags approach leach other.* 

“ ft is WCH,” replied the soldier, quietly fallow¬ 
ing her, while he brooded over the scene he had 
just Witnessed. 

A few momenta'wift thrbugh the Charred and 
deserted village brought them to a Winding and 
precipitous path, np Whidh the miiden sprang, 
and bade her companion follow. Quidkly the 
young Officer sprang to her side, and together 
they passed the crumbling gateway Of ah bid 
feudal castle. 

Crossing the court and ascending a flight Of 
crumbling stoUe steps, they stood within the an¬ 
cient hall of the castle. The place had been 
used for the church, and at the fhrther end Stood 
the altar. Before it lay the body of a young 
man weltering in blood. The floor was slippery 
and the altar itself Was bespattered andhedaubed. 

Bewildered and astonished at the scene, the 
soldier looked to the maiden for an explanation: 
In a voice husky with passion, she said: 

“ He was slain there! The traitorous Btfton, 
like a coward, struck him as he kneeled before 
the altar t Would that he were here! I would 
tell him blf * the IVAguilar of the dagger/ who 
stabbed herself! I would tell him that the same 
dagger that poured out her life blood should in 
the hand of another find a fitter sheath in his 
own dastard heart!” 

“Maiden,” said the Cuirassier, “deep must 
have been the Wrong done thee, thus to allow re¬ 
venge to take so deep a hold upon thy thoughts. 
It was a dark deed, that demands redtess!” 

“General Deroche, although you know me 
not, still you are known to me. t saw you as 
you bounded from cliff to cliff, and my heart 
beat fast within my breast, for I knew you were 
both brave and honorable. Hearken to me! 
He,” pointing to the body, “was dearer to me 
than life. He was my betrothed. Say not then 
that my anger is too fierce!” Thus saying, she 
drew Deroche towards the cross behind the altar, 
and placing his hand upon the emblem, spahe in 
a voice more like that of a spirit of the tomb, 
than mortal: 

“H thori wduldst avenge a helpless maiden, 
swear by that sacred symbol to pursue the foul 
assassin to the death!” 


Moved by the solemnity of the place, and the 
terrible energy of her voice, as it resounded 
through the lofty arches and decayed ceiling of 
the hall, the astonished general slowly pronounc¬ 
ed the words : “ I swear l” 

Scarcely had they passed the portals of his 
Ups, when she dropped upon her knee before 
him, and clasping her hands, exclaimed: 

“Isabella D'Agnilar blesses you for that 
vow 1” 

Inexpressibly lovely did she look, as she gaz¬ 
ed with her dark lustrous eyes, bordered by their 
long lashes, and shaded by their jetty brows, 
into the frank and handsome countenance of 
her companion. Her dress was in perfect har¬ 
mony with her beauty. A tightly fitting caftan 
of green velvet encircled her waist. Below it 
feU a skirt of the finest silk, while from beneath 
its drapery peeped a tiny foot of which the an¬ 
cient G&ditana might have been proud. 

“Arise, fair lady,” said the gallant cavalier. 
“It becomes you not to kneel at the feet of yonr 
inferior.” 

As he spoke, the beautiful Isabella rose, and 
he continued: 

“ Now tell me, whose Efe blood am I to spill. 
For first must the villain be known, before my 
vow can be fulfilled.” 

“ Know then,” said the maiden, her voice 
trembling with emotion, “ the assassin was the 
proud and haughty Stanley, the General of the 
English Cuirassiers!” 

“ “Tis well,” answered Deroche, his dark Cyi 
flashing, and his frame quivering with suppress¬ 
ed passion. k% I too well remember that the 
coward attacked and killed a wounded and un¬ 
armed brother, and this arm shall not sheath the 
sword, until it has drunk his life blood! But 
now, fair maiden, farewell 1 Yet hear toy vow ; 
before another moon shall change her disk, Is¬ 
abella D'Aguilar shall be avenged!” 

“ Farewell,” echoed the maiden, pressing his 
extended hand. “ Farewell, and may God and 
the holly virgin bless you I” 

Long did she gaze after him, as he hurried 
along the winding path and gained the mountain 
side, until his form disappeared'behind the na¬ 
ked and broken summit of the distant crag, over 
which hung the sunset clouds. A tear stood in 
her eye as she left the spot, and as the last ray£ 
of the sun poured into the dilapidated windows 
of the castle, that village, so lately filled with 
joyous and happy hearts, was indescribably silent 
and desolate. The destroyer had done his work. 

For two days the armies of Portugal had been 

upon the match. Crowds b f hussars. like hun- 
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gry Cossacks hang Around their flunks, while 
ever and anon the cannon opened their mouths, 
and the swift ball ploughing up tile earth, made 
huge gaps in their ranks. Still within musket 
shot of each other, in one solid wall, and pre¬ 
senting the same resistless barrier of steel, those 
mighty armies marched on, straining dvCtyUerve 
to outstrip each other. 

But their tired limbs were to be rested—ft* 
it soon became evident that the " battle of ma¬ 
noeuvres” was ended. Marmont had outgen¬ 
eraled his Aemy, and Wellington must rttireat 

The sun sank behind the purple mountains of 
Contalpine, and spread a stream of effulgent 
light over the valley of the Duero, while the dis¬ 
tant Guarena, covered with a sultry vapor that 
caught the setting rays, seemed to spread out in 
the distance like a golden sea. Not a breath of 
air disturbed the filence of the hour—not a sound 
was heard except whenever and anon the music 
of the bands floated through the silent air, as 
they played some stirring march to cheer the 
drooping spirits of the soldiers. 

At length the moon appearing in fall splendor 
above the distant mountains, poured her flood of 
tempered light upon the snow-white tents that 
covered the mountain side, and the tired atthfes 
slept. Nothing disturbed the quiet of that mild 
and beautiful valley, save the measured tread of 
the sentinel. Before the sun rose again, the 
columns of the French were in motion, in order 
more completely to outflank the foe. The trum¬ 
pets sounded the charge, and the English squad¬ 
rons poured like a torrent from the mountain- 
top, and rolled their vast masses into the plain 
against the French left. Not a shot was fired. 
In firm and close array, that devoted band re¬ 
ceived the rolling flood of the enemy; but noth¬ 
ing could withstand them. Suddenly the drums 
beat, and the heroic Marmont put himself at the 
head of his brave troops. 

“ Charge, charge !” rang in clear accents over 
the field. Turning to Deroche, Marmont shott¬ 
ed, "Tell Montereau to bring up the Hussars 
and attack the English right ]” 

Scarcely had he said it, when he reeled from 
his saddle and fell into the arms of htat to Whom 
he had spoken. 

The heavy tread of the armies as they again 
moved to battle was heard,—the thunder of can¬ 
non rolled over the distant Pyrenees, and cov¬ 
ered the plain on which more than eighty thou¬ 
sand men were engaged in mortal combat. Still, 
hoar after boor, the impetuous Deroche was com¬ 
pelled to remain by 4b& Side of his general. 
At length as a crash of artillery shobk the erfbin 
in which be lay the wounded Marmont spoke: 


“Deroche, leave me 1 Join your brave fel¬ 
lows and urge them oft to victory. This voice 
Which should have steadied our ranks, and 
wrtmg victory Out of defeat, is not heard id die 
conflict. O tUtt f could toe this good rfWOrd 
which so often has been the guiding star to the 
thousands who hate crowded after. But go, I 
hear the bugles SOuUd the charge.” 

"And leave you? Never!” cried the noble 
Cuirassier. 

" Go, and leave me!” repeated the general. 
"I am but a wounded worm. I command you!” 

“ Now,” cried the general of horse, as he left 
the marshal, H Isabella D'Aguflar shall be aveng¬ 
ed.” As he mbuhted his steed the English trum¬ 
pets sounded the charge, and in the next moment 
the Scarlet uniforms of the British moved fear¬ 
lessly down against die dark masses of die French 
infantry. But there was a counter blast, and 
before its echoes had died away, the Imperial 
Guard moved over the plaiu. One form towers 
hi die rear above all others. It is that of the gal¬ 
lant Deroche. * Oh,” he shouted, and the ser¬ 
ried cohorts rush upon the foe. The otwet was 
terrible; bayonet crossed bayonet, and the clang¬ 
or Of steel, as they intermingled in such wild 
conflict, was heard above the uproar of the battle. 

The struggle was long and fierce, but the 
charges of that Old Guard were of no avail. 
The dauntless Deroche accompanied by a few of 
his trusty followers made straight for'the spot 
Where the haughty Stanley stood surrounded by 
a few of his guards. The assassin recognized 
him, and his cheek blanched with fear. Without 
heeding; the exhortations of his comrades he fled. 
The polished helmets and breastplates of the 
two horsemen glfeamed in the light as they flew 
onward. The body of the troops waa quickly 
passed, and the two commanders were flying 
alone over the field. 

Stanley was a bold rider, and well mounted, 
and he had the advantage of a good start. Keep¬ 
ing to the water courses made by the tributaries 
of the Gfttaretm, he turned towards the hills. 
For foil & quarter of an hour 'he urged his steed 
at foil speed—nOW galloping up a rough hilly 
now forcing his way up the dry bed of a moun¬ 
tain torrent, and' now descending across fertile 
plains adorned with citrons and pomegranates. 
On he plunges, but he hears the sharp clicking 
of his pursuert steed behind him—and nearer 
and nearer it comes. Now he urges his Charger 
through ah eminence covered with tall palmetto 
trees, and hhits for an instant to look back. He 
perceives his pursuer scanning tile plain beneath 
him, and with an imprecation upon his lips, be 
plunges his spurs into his horde, and dashes 
Digitized by vjOCK^lC 



through, the grow of myrtle and flex. Still 
, the aharp rattling greets his ear; loader it 
sounds every moment, and he know* that he 
must turn and fight for his life* A bold rider 
and a noble steed are upon his trail, and a voice 
salutes his ear. 

“Edward Stanley, tarn and defend thyself I" 
The pursuer heeds not, bat continues to urge 
his panting steed along the ground. ** Cowardly 
assassin, mm, or I'll strike thee from thy saddle 1” 
The degrading epithet effected what nothing 
else could—and taming in his saddle, his face 
perfectly livid with rage, he hissed between his 
teeth; "Fool,dr*w I I foar thee not. It was the! 
my hand might not be stained with thy blood, 
that 1 fled before thee T 
“Traitorous villain, thy miserable pretences 
shall not avail thee now 1 Be on thy guard 1" 
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Both were excellent swordsmen, and gave 
and parried with eqnal coolness for a time, until 
at length Deroche began to press his foe* Thick 
aad fast fell the blows upon helmet and gorget. 
Both had drawn blood and were excited to the 
utmost, when the Englishman, determined to end 
the fight instantly, raised his sword to strike 
the flank of his adversary's horse. Bat Deroche, 
by the aid of spar and bit, evaded the murder¬ 
ous thrust, and as the sword descended, dealt 
with his own good weapon a blow upon his ad¬ 
versary, which severed his armor, and pierced 
his back. Mortally wounded, Stanley reeled 
from his horse and fell to the ground. Deroche 
dismounted and gazed into the face of his dying foe. 
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“ Louis Deroche," whispered Stanley, faint 
from loss of blood, “I hare deeply wronged 
thee. Thy brother's blood which stains my hand 
cries aloud for justice. Say that yon forgive me, 
and then 1 may die happier!" 

“ Most readily do I forgive yon. Would that 
my hand had been stayed 1'* 

The dying man's breath came quick, and with 
difficulty he said : 

“ Lean towards me, for I most tell thee of a 
more fearful deed, while yet my breath remains!" 

“ Speak not of it! I know it all I Make thy 
peace with God," answered Deroche. 

“ Then tell her that in my dying moments I 
repeated the deed, and with my dying words 
asked forgiveness!" 

As he spoke, his voice grew fainter—his bead 
sank back upon the green sward, and the guilty 
spirit left its earthly tabernacle. Mounting his 
steed, General Deroche gaxed for a moment on 
the corpse of his face, and exclaimed, as he rode 
away: “ My vow is fulfilled, and Isabella D'A- 
gailar is avenged 1" Sorrowfully he moved back, 
through the scenes which be had passed in such 
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haste, nor checked his chargor, until he met the 
retreating column of his countrymen, defended 
by hie brave Cuirassiers. The battle of Bala* 
manca had been lost, but the oath of Deroche 
had been fulfilled. 

Fence with it* blessings was once more re* 
stored to sonny Spam* The wind once more 
rustled through the silken tassels of the ripening 
corn now growing in the fair villages of Castile. 

Brightly the light shone through the window 
of an old Moorish castle, and many were the gal¬ 
lants and maidens who might hmm been seen 
sauntering among the newly repaired walks and 
grottoes of the court. Lightly the gay langh 
echoed among the arches and corridors of the 
lofty hall. The hurrying to and fro of fair maid¬ 
ens betokens the approach of extraordinary fes¬ 
tivities. Every one seems to know that there it 
to be a wedding, and everybody seems happy to 
know that Isabella D’Agailai* is to be wedded 
to Louts Deroche. The peasantry of Navaladid 
had long known that they were lovers* * * * 




There they stood in a balcony adjoining, look* 
ing out where the distant Guarena, lighted up 
by the silver light of the full moon, wound its 
way through the delicious valley of the Duero. 
Never did maiden look more lovely than Isabella, 
as she stood by the side of her brave and hand¬ 
some lover. With a look beaming with love, she 
gazed into his countenance, and then leaned pen¬ 
sive against the railing of the balcony. After 
gazing for a moment into the court below, and 
smiling with pleasure at the gayety of its occu¬ 
pants, she placed her jewelled arm in her lover's 
and they proceeded into the crowded hall. With 
happy hearts they step towards the altar where 
stands the priest of the most holy church, and in 
solemn silence their hands are joined together. 
Eagerly the joyous peasantry gathered ronnd their 
lord and mistress, and many were the thanks 
showered upon the maiden of Navaladid and the 
gallant Coirassier of Salamanca. It was a joy¬ 
ous scene. 

■ i ^ » ■ 
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MY PASSENGER l 
TO*.— 

15 ADYENTDRE WITH THE BOURBON PIRATES. 

non ru loo-book or as old ihip-karkk- 

» 

BT BYLVA|fUS COBB, JB. 


Mr ship cleared from Liverpool, and I was. 
boa ad for the Indies. In the cabin I had some 
dozen passengers, most of whom were army 
■o fficers who had been home on leave of absence. 
Beside these 1 had a widow woman named Le* 
grand, and her son, whom she called Waiter. 
Water Legrandwaa, according to the register, 
Awe-and twenty years of age. He was very 
a!£ght in his fandd^ or, at least, he seemed so 
when compared with the stoat infantry officers 
who soiroonded him; bat there were no signs 
of ^feebleness shoot Urn. He was of medium 
height, and; —filer than the ordinary class of 
men. His hair was long and early, and as blaok 
an night* ffls eyes .ware Insge and foil, and 
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b un d like orbs of light set in jet, HM.com- 
tenanee was very pale, and the brow, which wat 
Mck higher end fuller than is often seen, was 
strongly marked by the blue veils which stood 
baldly oat open it. His features wore regular 
and eminently handsome—the nose prominent 
and straight, and the lips very thin and colorless. 
His hands were small and as delicate aaa babe’s.. 
His whole appearance indicated the..close,.nn*. 
swerving student, and I think he had the least* 
of the animal man in his physiognomy of soy pet- 
son whom 1 have ever seen. Mrs. Legraad must 
have been married when very young, for she 
could not then have been more then forty years 
of age, and she was still as beautiful as ever. 
A more lovely woman is seldom seen. Her 
hair was of a golden hue, and her eyes seemed 
made for the abode of smiles and love, thongh it 
was now offcener sad and downcast. H^r hus¬ 
band had died in India, and she was going out 
to settle bis estate, she having an only brother 
still there# Her husband bad been a colonel of 
cavalry, and a brave and honest man. 

Mrs. Legrand bad one female servant fee ac¬ 
company her, and together, they occupied a 
smell state-mom which she had fitted up with my 
consent, at her own expense. 
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We found Waiter to be a very agreeable com¬ 

panion, though he wm reserved and sedate. fie. 
could converge freely on subjects of general in¬ 
terest, and at times he was startlingly eloquent* 
For one I enjoyed hie conversation much, though 
I sow ©times noticed that some of the military 
passengers were inclined to wear a sneer upon 
their Ups when he went deeply into moral 
philosophy. ; » 

Matters passed on quite pleasantly for serfflul 
weeks. To be sure, at times, young Lsgrand 
received treatment from one or two of the psher 
passengers which 1 thought meant wait, and 
which I should hate resented, but betook no 
notice of it, and so I did not make myself uneasy. 
One man is particular seemed So dislike:the 
youth. It was an infantry captain named. Sav¬ 
age. He was a profane, reckless man, and he 
seemed to hate Legrand simply because he was 
so unlike himself. Legrand never laughed nor 
even smiled at any of his profane, vulgar jokes, 
bat, on the contrary, plainly showed, by his 
looks that he did not like them. > 

We had cleared the southern capes of Ai Hee, 
sad wens standing up into the Indian Got an. 
One day at the dbnrardabls, Captain Savage al¬ 
lowed himself to beooase more prolane than 
usual. Neither of the females were present, and 
he launched oat into a course of stories and jests 
which were indecent in the extreme* The wins 
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circulated freely, and hie boon companions seem* 
ed to enjoy the sport hugely. Several times Le- 
grand cast a reproving gianoe at SavagC, and the 
latter noticed it, bat instead of becoming more 
decent, he only tried the harder to displease and 
annoy the qoiet passenger. 

At length the infantry captain became so 
outrageously profane and vulgar that Legfand 
would stand it no longer, and quickly moving 
his chair back, he arose from the table and mov¬ 
ed towards the deck. 

“ Come back, here/’ shouted Savage. 

But the young man took no noticeof him. 

“ Come back, I say.” 

Leg rand did not turn, bat with a steady step 
be kept on and went upon deek. 

At length the officers finished their dessert, 
and most of them went on deck. Savage Went 
up, anjJ as soon aa he saw Legrand standing by 
the weather mfexen rigging, he passed over. 

"Mr. Legrand,” he said, in a highly pompous 
tans, "why did you leave the dinner-table?” 

“ Simply because I wished to/’ calmly replied 
the yftbng man. 

■ " But why dlfi you wish to leave it!” 

“ That is a question I choose not to answer." 

“ But I choose that you shall." 

“ O, I would answer it with pleasure, if I 
thought it would benefit you any to know; but 
1 fear you would not improve upon it even were 
I to tell yon." 

"Allow me to be the judge. Tell me." 

“ Since you are so urgent, I wHl comply/’ 
returned Legrand, in a tone perfectly calm and 
pleasant; * The truth is, sir, your conduct and 
speech were so unpleasant, that I suffered ex¬ 
ceedingly, and so 1 chose to leave you with 
those who were better calculated to enjoy or 
put up with it.’’ 

“Ah," uttered the captain, while his cheek 
flushed, and his lip trembled. “And may be 
so bold as to inquire what phrt of' my conduct 
you thought unbecoming a gentleman ?’’ 

“All of it, sir.” 

“ Do you mean to say that I am not a gen¬ 
tleman?’’ 

“ I have said no such thing. I have simply 
answered yoor own questions." 

“ But you have intimated that my cohdmct was 
. not gentlemanly." 

“ Tis, sir. I have plainly said so." 

"Ah, now I have it. I shall demand satis 

* faction fer that. Ton shah find, sir, that no one 
«, calls my character in question with impunity." 

“Thau, my dear sir/’ skid Legrand, "why 

* will you not endeavor to have seme respect for 
ifee feelings of others «" 


“ I have, rir, all that & necessity. Do you 
suppose that I care for your sickening, babyish, 
soft-pated piety ? Not a bit of it. You have 
insulted me. First at the table—for actions 
speak as well as words. Your leaving as you 
did, and thus interrupting me in the midst of a 
narrative, was a gross insult, and you meant it 
as such." 

“ You are mistaken, sir.” 

“ You lie, sir!’’ exclaimed Savage, now fairly 
enraged at the young man’s perfect coolness. 
“ You did mean it as an insult. Now, sir, you 
must answer for it. Yon shall answer for 
it. Will you take the sword or pistol V 9 

“ Neither, sir. Let me be in peace—that is 
all ask.’’ 

“ You wont fight, eh ?" 

“No sir." 

“ Now will you ?’’ 

As Savage thus spoke, he struck the young 
man with the flat of his hand, upon the cheek. 

“ Now will you fight ?” 

Walter Legrand turned as pale as death, but 
not a nerve nor muscle moved. In a moment 
more the blood returned to his face, and he look¬ 
ed the brutal man calmly in the eye. 

“ Captain Savage/’ he at length said, in a 
low, tomb-like voice, “ I cannot fight you, nor 
have I any wish to do it. If you feel happier after 
what you have done, you are welcome to the 
emotion. You may think my course a strange 
one, but I have no explanation to make." 

“ Coward!” hissed the brute. 

Again that deathly yMor spread over the 
young man’s fade, and I could sod that the nails 
of his fingers were fairly fating into the palms 
of his hands. He was silent but a moment, and 
when he spoke again, it was in the same calm, 
strange tone: 

“ Captain Savage, leave me, sir. I Jiave 
. harmed you not, and now I am ifi the possession 
of my senses. Leave me, or I may be made a 
madman.” 

Savage was upon the 'point of saying move 
when I interfered. 

* “ Captain," said I, “ let this subject drop now.-* 
You sure wholly in the fault, and I will see the 
young mah Abused no more.” 

“Do you interfere?” exclaimed Savage, tunn¬ 
ing madly towards me; ' 1 

“I do/’ I returned, “ and I mesh what I say. 

I command here, and you will be wise if you 
obey.” 

“And suppose I do not choose to obey?" 

“I thinkit will bfc an imootoforubieexperi¬ 
ment for you to try," was the reply. 

Now I oke tO 'Dmhe Nature, soul thanks for 
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having given me a frame more powerful in its 
physical mould than she ordinarily bestows 
upon her mortal children, and lbrig command of 
turbulent spirits in the shape of Jefractory sea¬ 
men, had given the not only a decision of char¬ 
acter, bat had written the Act pretty plainly on 
my countenance. Savage looked at me a mo¬ 
ment, and then he said, with father a chop-fhllen 
e xpr e ssi on of countenance: ; ‘ 

“ O, very well. Yon are captain, and I sup¬ 
pose H would be open mutiny to resist yOU.” 
And with that he walked away. 

Now to tell the truth, I hoped the fellow 
would have shown some more resistance, for i 
had made up my mind to knock Mm down and 
pot him in irons; bat I was disappointed; 
though, upon more calm reflection, of course I 
was glad affairs toned as they did. 

Hus event cast a sort of cloud over the spirits 
of the passengers for several days, and though 
Savage refrained from most Of his profanity, yet 
I coaid see that not only be, hot the others, look¬ 
ed open Walter Legrand as a coward. ' The 
young man hhnself seemed to notice it, for he 
was taciturn and sedate, and I often noticed that 
his eyes drooped before the gaze of others, and 
that his fips trembled. 

Bariyone morning land was reported upon 
the l a rboard bow. I knew it to be the Bourbon 
Island. The wind was very light, the ship not 
making more than three knots With her royals 
and studding-sails. About the middle of the 
forenoon we saw a long qniae-btdit boat Or rath¬ 
er vess el ■ co me out from one of the coves of the 
island. I levelled my glass upon the craft, and 
found It to be fall oflnen. There were seventy- 
five at least. 

"Captain, what is she 1" asked Savage, ap¬ 
proaching the spot where I stood. 

■ I think there is not much danger in setting 
her down for a pirate,” I replied. “ I have heard 
that there were a nest of pirates oh the Bourbon 
Island, and I think we are likely to find it true." 

"Pirates!” uttered Savage, turning pale. 
"They will be likely to be ugly customers, wont 
kbeyl" 

" Of course they will. They certainly out¬ 
number us three to one, and are in all probability, 
afl of them stout, reckless fellows.” 

" Ait yon don't think they will follow the rule 
ef potting all their prisoners to death, do 
you!” 

"Yon can judge of that as well as I can," 
was'my reply; sad then I tuned to the men. 

I could see that Savage was much frighten¬ 
ed, and, in feet, nearly all were startled by the 
appenraaee of the Msptafitur boat. The pres¬ 


ence of a pirate is not a pleasant theme for any 
one, aftd more especially these ; land pirates, for 
they generally make It a practice to put their 
prisoners to death, so that their haunts may not 
be exposed. 

' We had no carriage-gun, but there were cat- 
lasses and pistols enough on board for the crew*, 
and! loat no time in armingraymen. All told 
WS mustered forty-One men. The ship's! crew, 
including myself, made twenty-nine, ant^ there 
were twelve of the passengers, though I knew 
dot'Whether tO count upon Waiter Legrand or 
not. However, he cbuld fire a pistol, ahd that 
was something. By the time I had made these 
arrangements, the quiac was within two cables' 
lengths of ns, and WC could see that there were 
nearly eighty men on board of her—not so great 
oddt as we had at first supposed, hat still two 
to Ode against us. We could see, too, that they 
were all of them powerful looking fellows, and 
of all shades odd complexions—some of them 
white, some red, some brown and'Some black. 

I arranged the men close to the bulwark with 
what muskets we could muster, and then turn¬ 
ed to see if Legrand was upon deck. He stood 
by the CdMn companion-way With a sword in his 
hand; and with two superbly 'mounted pistofe 
stack in his belt. The sword I had not 6een be¬ 
fore, ahd of course I judged that it must be his 
own. It’waS broad and heavy, of the most ex¬ 
quisite polish , and mounted in « hilt of gold and 
precious atones. I was for the moment c hain ed 
to the scene. The youth looked most strangely. 
His face was yet pale ahd Calm, but its expres¬ 
sion was changed—wonderfully changed. The 
fire of Ms eyCS was deep and intense, and the 
nstial sedate, melancholy expression had given 
place to a sort of exultant, smiling satisfaction. 
I did not speak to him. IsaWthat he stood over 
the place where his mother had found refuge. 

By tins time the quiac was nearly alongside. 
I waited until the moment for’pistol shooting 
came, and then 1 gate the order to fire. There 
Was a loiig, wild yell from the boat, and on the 
newt moment she struck our side, and the pirates 
began to clamber Up our rigging. • Our Shot had 
not (font much execution, for ueariy all who had 
sat in tile'quiac leaped for the ship. "We beat 
them back as well as we could, but they began 
to gain upon us, and atlengtii toy men gave way. 
I urged them all I could, but the bloody pirates 
camd on In such wiM fary'thatto stay them 
seemed impossible. 

: Savage feH back to the pOcfp; and his com¬ 
panions foUowed hhn. The pirates fctrack down 
three of tnymen, and the rest fell back to the 

opposite side of the deck. By a 'hasty count I 
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made oat that there wore about seventy of the 
enemy, and we had thirty-eight left. For a few 
moments there was a mutual suspension of hos¬ 
tilities. The pirates had all gained the deck- 
all that were alive, and their chieftain stepped 
oat in front of them. He was a Spaniard, bat 
spoke .English well. 

“ Do 70 a surrender your ship ?" he asked. 

“ Of coarse we surrender/' spoke Savage, 
seeing that I hesitated. 44 We may receive quar¬ 
ter if we surrender quietly." 

“ Never /" spoke a calm, clear voice, and op 
turning we beheld Walter Legrand. “ Never V* 
he repeated, while his dark eye flashed proudly. 
“ Are we Englishmen ?” 

I saw that these words produced a wonderful 
effect upon my crew, and so they did upon the 
other passengers, and I must confess that they 
went to my heart with a nerving power. Only 
Captain Savage seemed to dislike them. Upon 
him they seemed to grate harshly, 

At this moment Mrs. Legrand game upon deck. 
8 he had heard her son's voice, and perhaps she 
thought he was in danger. 

“ Santa MariaI that is my prize/' exclaimed 
one who seemed to be second in command among 
the pirates, as soon as he saw the beautiful 
woman. 

“ No, no, by San Paulo, she's mine!" cried 
the chieftain, and. as he spoke he started towards 
the spot where the widowed mother stood. His 
lieutenant followed him> and so did several of the 
others. 

“ Stand back!" said Walter. 

44 Out, boy—or die 1" 

Thus spoke the pirate leader, but he spoke no 
more, fbr the young man's sword swqpt the air 
like lightning, and the villain’s head was cleft m 
twain. Another stroke, and the lieutenant shart 
ed the same fate. 

44 Now, men of England, show the Uood of 
your proud nation!" ^ 

Every man heard those words, for they were 
Hke bugle notee-^dear, and ringing, and distinct. 
I remember how Legrand looked at that mo¬ 
ment. He had just forced his mother below 
when he spoke, and then he turned upon , the 
crew. His head was up, his teeth set, Ms finely 
chiselled nostrils distended, sod. his eyes literally 
emitting sparks of fire. He dashed like a lights 
ning shaft among the foe, and we all followed 
him. Ever and anon I could di sting uish his 
form amid the smoke—for the^e were many pis¬ 
tols fired—and I could see the flash of his bright 
blade where it was. not covered with Wood. I 
fought with all my might—end so , did all my 
tpeu. Savage fought, too, but he did not seek 


places of danger, rather seeming to keep his 
back against the bulwarks. 

Ever and anon the flash of Walter's sword 
would catch my eye, and 1 failed not to see a man 
fall when it descended. My own men looked to 
him as their leading spirit, and X did not feel 
offended. I rather felt prond of him. How 
could I help it? The very genius of Mars seem¬ 
ed to sit within him. It was almost a miracle 
how he swept away the foul villains from before 
him. At length the deck began to grow thin of 
standing men, and. streams of blood were flow¬ 
ing towards the scuppers. I readied I^egrapd's 
fide, and I saw stout men flee from before him. 
I.saw his arm move, and I saw another pirate 
falL 

Then a,cry broke upon our ears. It was* 
cry for quarter, for raercy t The fighting ceased# 
and the living pirates were huddled together in 
the starboard gangway and disarmed. They 
numbered eleven men! My next work was to 
count my own, and I found eighteen of then^ 
and nine of the infantry officers. In the centre 
of the quarter-deck stood Walter Legrand. He 
was leaning upon hissword, and a tiny stream of 
blood trickled down ity faithful blade and made 
a dark pool upon the deck about its point. He 
was still calm and serene, but the old look of 
sedate melancholy had once more taken posses¬ 
sion of his countenance. 

“Captain Favor," he said, addressing me, 
“ can you take care of theprisoners ?" 

I quickly answered bim, “ye*," 

“ Then," said he, “ 1 will go and oomfort my 
mother. She may be anxious." 

The prisoners were put in irons, and placed ip 
safe confinement, and then we sat to work and 
cleared up the deck. All hands turned work¬ 
men, and ere long the dead were sewed up in old 
sails and buried in the deep, blue sear—friend and 
foe together. There were but few wounded 
men. Such as there were, however, were pro¬ 
perly cared for. 

That evening, when we sat down to supper, 
no one could haye told, from the appearance of 
Walter Legrand, that anything unusual had hap¬ 
pened. He met up with thatsame calm smile of 
recognition, and his face wore that same look of 
unobtrusive, modest reserve, The meal was 
eaten mostly in silence. X could see that the 
other officers gazed upon the youth with looks of 
admiring wonder, and even Captain Savage was 
humbled and awed. ; ,* ■ ,. ■* 

Legrand saw the looks that were cast upon 
h*m, and he knew well what they meant. Afler 
be had finished his s upper he wiped his lips, and 
we knew from his movements, that bewaa going 
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to speak. A pffi might have been beard to drop 
at that moment. 


M Gentlemen/ 1 be said, irUle a slight trem- 
nkmsaess was manifest in his nether Hp. M Ton 
all know what has passed since I came on board 
this ship, and I shall not recount the painful 


tale. I have heard the word 4 coward* and I 
have not resented it, and had not this day’s 
events come to pass, I should not have made the 
explanation which 1 am now about to make, for 
it might only haVe been received as the hollow 
excuse of one who dared not fight. You have 
some of you heard of my father. He was a 
brave mas, and a good officer, but in an evil 
hour he had a difficulty with a brother officer, 
and he accepted the challenge to fight a duel. 
He met his companion upon the field, and he 
f&L He had inarched boldly up to the cannon's 
mouth for his beloved count r y, and his life was 
spared that his bosom friend might take it. My 
mother heard the sad story. She knew my hot 
Mood—-she knew I was my father's child, and 
she feared for me. She drew my head upon her 
grief-laden bosom, and asked me to promise her 
that I would never give nor receive a challenge 
to mortal combat, and that I would never lend 
my countenance or assistance to (he same in the 
capacity of a friend. I made the promise, and 
mated it with a vow, and a mother's prayer went 
up that I might he true to it. Gentlemen, yon 
know all now." 
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There was a tear in his eye, but he turned 
qokklj away and went on deck. - 
For some moments after he had gone, there 
was a death-like itOheiBi 

** Gentlemen/* uttered Savage, starting quickly 
front his seat, * follow me on deck.” 

Be started for the ladder, and we all went 
after him. Legrand stood by the lee quarter- 
tailing', and Suvage moved quickly to him. 

” Ur. Legrand / 1 said the humbled officer, In 
a trambKng) but frank tone, ** I have wronged 
yon most deeply, and here, before all the living 
w it n esse s of my error, I ask your pardon. Forgive 
me, sir, and I will never do sack wrong again.” 

Walter took the proffered hand, and white 
Sean trembled upon his dark-lashes, he replied: 

“ Captain Savage, most joyfully do I accede 
to your request. Let the past be forgotten, sir, 
and may its darkness be more than obliterated by 
the friendship of this hoar.” 

The temptation could not be resisted: My 
first mate, a noble-hearted sailor, threw up his cap 
and called out for throe cheers. And they were 
given—three times three—for the noble youth 
who had not only been the direct agent of saving 
oar ship and crow, but Who also had the moral 
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courage to do ilia whole duty, even though it 
brought out the jeer and ■cuff of companions 
against him. 

The widowed mother had followed her son on 
deck, and she had seen all that bad transpired, 
and never shall I forget the strange look that 
dwelt upon her countenance as she clasped her 
hands and raised her streaming eyes towards 
heaven. It was a look of such joyful pride and 
ardent gratitude as words cannot tell. 

In due time we arrived at Calcutta without 
further trouble, and from that evening of recon¬ 
ciliation I heard not a profane word nor ribald 
jest fall from Captain Savage's lips. He Was a 
better and a happier man. Walter Legrand was 
urged most strongly to join the army, but his 
love for his mother restrained him. He settled 
his father's business, and he and his mother re¬ 
turned to England with me. Three years after 
that he was sent to Parliament from his native 
borough, and no man can enjoy more exten¬ 
sively the confidence and esteem of his fellows 
than does he ; but I know that all the honors 
which men can heap upon him can never take 
that place in his heart and love which is filled by 
the gratitude and trusting confidence of his own 
dear mother. 
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ARM IT A ZOLTAN. 

A LIQBBDABY TABS. 

BT HiSlIKT A. DAVISON’. 

Ill die letter part of the fifteenth century, on 
the borders of the river Drove, in Hungary, near 
the village of—readers, I have forgotten the 
wo«, and have looked In vain for it on my 
map ; I shall be obliged to give it one, for I do 
aot tike to write,—near the village of-—. The 
mine has nothing to do with the interest of the 
story, so I will call it Carbtadt. Will it do? t 
will begin again. 

In the latter pan of the fifteenth century, on 
the borders of the river Drave, in Hungary, near 
the village of Carlstadt, there stood, at short 
distances apart, three castles. The one nearest 
the village was In nuns, and haunted, according 
to popular belief; the next was built on a rocky 
eminence, overlooking the little village, and was 
die stronghold of the robber, Count Arthpud; 
the third and farthest was the property of the 
good Baron AJmarvita, who was loved as much 
by the villagers as his neighbor, the cotint, Was 
hated and feared by them, the inhabitants of 
the village were industrious, but very superstl* 
dona. 

Anuta Zoltan was the only child'of the widow 
Zcrffan, and the beauty and betfc of the place ;* 
also the affianced bride of young John Detnold, 
die only son of the richest man in the place, and 
esqmm to the Baron klmarvitz. Count Arth- 
pod had seen Arnlta, and being enamored of her 
bMitty, had used every persuasive art hi his 







power to make her content to become his, bat 
with do raocese. 

At the time my story commences, the widdw 
Zottaa was wjr ill, and her devoted daughter, 
Araita^ in despair, was sitting by the side of her 
•other's hod, watching her as she slept, when 


Ae dbor of the cottage opened, and there enter¬ 
ed without knocking one of those seers or wiz¬ 
ards, then so common. He was an old man, bat 
firm and erect; his dress was of blue cloth, 
trimmed with a scarlet band, upon which were 
strange figures and Signs; hit face was remark¬ 
able for very heavy black eyebrows, from under 
which his eyes peered forth with a strange light. 

' “ Daughter," ho Said, "your mother is very 
ill—ill unto death ; but you can save her yon 
have courage/' 

, “ Tell’me how ¥* exclaimed Arnita, forgetting 
her previous fears of the intruder. 

u If you have courage to pass the hours of 
midnight, seated on the Witches' Stone by the 
threshold of the haunted castle/' 

Arnita trembled violently as she heard the old 
wizard, and she replied : 

"None have been known to pass the night 
there in safety ; none that have ever sat on that 
stone have lived to say what they saw, nor have 
they ever be£n heard of afterwards/' 
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"But if I gave you a charm by which you 
would be insured from all harm, would you then 
dare pass the night there’" and the old man 
watched her attentively a* he spoke. 

Amita made no answer, but seemed to be 
weighing the chances in her own mind. Again 
the old man spoke, drawing, as he did so, a 
chain from his pocket 

"Look at this chain. Once round your neck, 
And the medallion in your hand, and no power 
of evii can touch you. You will hear all that 
passes, hut be unharmed by any tiling. If you 
will obey my instructions, you Will come back 
unharmed and fiyd your mother well." 

Arnita hesitated. She loved her mother be¬ 
yond all things on earth ; and she had a stout 
heart. With that talisman nothing could touch 
her; why should she not try it 1 Thus thought 
Amita, as she stood before the old wizard. 

“ Think of your mother—she dies if you have 
not the courage.’* 

“ Give me the charm !*’ nervously exclaimed 
Amita, after having looked at her mother, and 
seen the deathly pallor which seemed to be steal- 1 
ing over her. 

“ it irf, daughter," said the old man, 
hanging the charm, to which was attached a star 
and cross, round her neck. " Do you hear what 
I say ?" he asked. 

“ Perfectly," whispered Amita. 1 '' 

** Upon yoor faithfulness in following alt my 
directions, hangs your safety and that of your 
mother. At ten this night, you must repair to 
the Witches’ Stone, and seat yourself on it, fa¬ 
cing the entrance to the castle r clasp the star and 
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cross In your hands, resting your elbows on your 
knees, and your head in your hands, covering 
your eyes. Strange noises you will hear—per¬ 
haps sweet music; but no matter what assails 
you, beware of giving way to curiosity and look¬ 
ing up. One look and you are lost Remain 
till two. Take heed. Follow faithfully what I 
have told you to do. Seat yourself now in the 
position I directed, that I may see if you fully 
understand.” 

Araita did so, but when she removed her 
hands the old man was gone. She sprang to 
the door, but he was away. Amita was much 
less superstitious than any of the other girls of 
the village, and withal possessed rather a fancy 
for adventure. Her lover, John Detnold, being 
constantly with the Baron Almarvitz, who had 
no faith whatever in any ghost or apparition, 
had imbibed in a great measure his master’s feel¬ 
ings, and was accustomed to laugh at the stories 
of mysterious disappearances and haunted spots 
told by the old men and women in the village, 
and listened to with fear and wonder by tbe young 
people. Arnita was possessed of greater intelli¬ 
gence than most girls, and consequently agreed 
in part with her lover, and joined with him in 
laughing at the tales. 

The hoar for Arnita to encounter the spirits 
was approaching, and rising softly from her 
bed, and throwing over her shoulders a coarse 
cloak, with a beating heart she set oat. The 
feeling she experienced was not exactly fear, 
though she trembled from head to foot as she 
approached the castle, and saw the Witches 1 
Stone gleaming white in the moonlight. By a 
great effort she walked forward and seated her¬ 
self on the stone as directed. Before she cover¬ 
ed her face she looked aronnd. She saw nothing 
to fear; bat the broken pillars and stones shone 
white and spectral in the moonlight, while the 
entrance of the castle, which she was facing, was 
in a deep shadow. A chill crept over her, and 
she was on the point of running away, when the 
fought of her sick, perhaps dying mother, came 
Over her, and resolutely driving away every fear¬ 
ful thought, she bowed her head upon her hands, 
and her vigil began. 

Two boors passed, and as yet nothing had 
been heard to frighten her, when suddenly she 
heard a rustling, and something brushed past 
her; then louder rustling, and a troop of spirits 
brushed past her; then all wap still. Again she 
was startled by the sound of distant laughter, 
then pleased and surprised by soft music. Thus 
an hour passed, and alternately surprised and 
frightened, Arnita kept her post. At length a 
lpng silence ensued, and the poor girl began to 


feel relieved, fy she thought §11 her triaUwere 
over, when something seated itself by her side, 
and an arm was put round her waist, and a voice 
which sounded strangely like Count Arthpud’s^ 
said: 


“ Dear Arnita!” 


“ This then,” she thought, “is my greatest trial. 
Some wicked demon has taken the form of the 
bad count, and will endeavor to bear meawey.” 
She clasped her charm firmer in her hand, and 
murmured a prayer to the Virgin for protection. 

“Look at me!” said the voice; “I am no 
spirit. I am the real Count Arthpud; freeh and 
bones like yourself.” 

Faster and fester beats Amita's heart, and 
fester and faster she repeated her prayers, and 
more tightly held her charm. Suddenly her 
hands were grasped and moved away from her 
face, which was so raised ft&t she was obliged 
to look at the presence. Before her stood the 
hated count in a splendid dress, and a wicked 
smile upon his bold, bad fece. 

“ Foolish girl! didn’t you know that it is after 
twelve, and that the spirits are no longer loose?” 

Arnita instantly knew that it was no spirit, 
and that she was completely in that bad man’s 
power. Her quick mind instantly suggested the 
coarse to be pursued. Raising her head, which 
the count had allowed to fall, she ,aaked, with 
great simplicity: 

“Are you really the epunt, and not a bad 
spirit in his shape ?” 

The count smiled, and replied : 

“lam really the count, my pretty girl; and I 
love you, and have come to take you away to. 
my castle, where there will never be any bad 
spirits, and my pretty bird will have every thing 
she wants.” 

“ I wont go,” exclaimed the pretty Arnita, in 
the tone of a spoilt child. “ I say I wont go, 
because I shall have to leave John Detnold, who 
brings me pretty things from the baron’s great 
castle.” 

“ But, foolish child, I will give you better and 
prettier things^ I will give yon gold rings and 
bracelets, and velvet dresses,” and the count 
smiled, for he knew that he had offered a bribe 
which would certainly win her. 

“ Gold rings and bracelets, and a velvet drew 
like your cloak ?” Arnita asked, with the smile 
and manner.of a pleased child; and ah© stood 
up and passed her hand gently overhip velvet 
cloak, smiling and saying, “ Soft, soft.” 

Presently her manner changed, and putting on 
a coquettish, imperious air, and moving * little 
from the count, she said: 


“ S,eafc yourself on that sfjpue, and give mo 

Digitized by Google 




ARNITA ZOLTAN. 


69 


that pretty cloak, now, that I may wear it and 
see how I like such fine clothes." 

Amused and delighted with his easy conquest, 
Count Artbpud did as he was told, and throw¬ 
ing the cloak over her shoulders, Arnita with a 
graceful step began to walk up and down in 
hoot of the count. Count Arthpud was a tall 
man, and Arnita a small woman, and the cloak 
reached half way down her skirts. Laughing, 
and looking mightily pleased, Arnita walked, 
looking first this side and then that. Haring 
amused herself in this way for a minute or so, 
she came to the count and demanded his hat and 
feather, and a little jewelled dagger. Haring 
arrayed herself in these, and paraded up and 
down before him a little more, she came to a 
stand before him, and replaced the hat npon his 
head ; then taking the cloak off, she held it up 
as if examining it, turning it from side to side. 
Suddenly, with a movement as quick as light¬ 
ning, she flung it over his head, and turned and 
ran into the old castle. 

It was with some difficulty that the count re¬ 
moved it, for the heavy clasps caught in his hair 
and parts of his dress. Having succeeded in 
removing it, he • sprang forward ; but the castle 
was dai k, and he knew not which winding she 
had taken. 

Arnita could not see her way, but haring once 
entered the castle, she moved as slyly as a cat, 
feeling for some hold in which to hide herself, 
for, thought she, “ he cannot see in the dark, 
and once hid I am safe." Alas! poor girl. 
With one note of his horn the connt summoned 
half a dozen men, and in one moment they were 
searching with torches in every nook and corner 
of the castle. Arnita knew all hope was gone, 
so firmly grasping the dagger, which she had 
taken care not to return to the count, she waited 
in fear and trembling. She had not long to 
wait, for there was a flash of light, and Bern- 
sward, the count's steward, stood before her. 

“ Found!" he roared at the top of his lungs, 
and the sound was taken up and repeated by 
this echo and the other, till it seemed to the 
poor girl as if ail the demons with which the cas¬ 
tle was peopled, were now exulting at her capture. 

The count was soon by the side % of his stew¬ 
ard ; his face looked black and fierce. Arnita 
g arc herself up for lost. Very handsome did 
she look, her face thrown into bold relief by the 
dark wall of the castle, against which she was 
leaning, the ruddy, wavering fight of the torches 
flashing upon her, and her hand clasping the 
jewelled dagger. • 

44 1 have you now Y* hoarsely exclaimed the 
count, “ and you will pay dear for this." 
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4t I will die !" said the girl resolutely, and the 
dagger flashed brightly in the light as she raised 
her hand to strike her heart. 

The blow did not reach its destination, for the 
steward seized her arm and wrenched the dagger 
from her. 

“ Die now!" sneered the connt, as he caught 
her in his arms. 

All hope of escape thus torn from her, Arnita 
sank into a swoon, and in this state was borne 
off by the followers of the connt. 

Let us now return to the invalid. Morning 
dawned, and when Madame Zolton awoke, much 
refreshed by a good night's rest, her first call 
was for Arnita; but she did not make her ap¬ 
pearance. It was very strange, for never had 
her daughter thus absented herself, and the 
mother began to be alarmed. At noon, John 
Detnold entered the cottage. The widow told 
him of the absence of Arnita, and he, too, was 
much alarmed. While they were endeavoring 
to find some clue to her disappearance, the same 
old wizard, or fortune-teller, entered the cottage. 
It mast be recollected that the mother was 
asleep when he made his visit the day before, 
and consequently she was much startled when 
he said to her: 

“ You mourn the disappearance of your daugh¬ 
ter. If you will fill this cup with water, and 
bring it to me, I will tell yon where she is." 

So saying, he handed John a heavy silver cup, 
curiously carved, who returned it to him filled 
with water. Drawing a scarlet feather from his 
pocket, he began slowly to stir the water, drop¬ 
ping from time to time little square pieces of sil¬ 
ver into the cup. After looking at it attentively 
for a few minutes, he said : ^ 

“ What I tell you is true. Last night, your 
daughter, having dreamed that by passing the 
night upon the Witches' 8tone, at the castle 
gate, she could cure you, went to the castle and 
placed herself there. Shortly, dancers pass her; 
soft music enchants her; finally a demon, in the 
form of a handsome baron comes to her. He 
offen her jewels; she smiles ; he shows her un¬ 
told treasures, and a splendid castle, and she 
gives him her hand. The attendant demons 
langh exultingly, and the castle is brilliantly 
illumed, and then she disappears on a car of 
flame. The temptation was too great—Arnita 
yielded to the power of gold." 

As he finished, he rose as if to depart; but 
young Detnold, forgetting his age, all bnt the 
words he had uttered, seized him by the collar, 
and shook him violently, almost yelling in his 
excitement: “ You lie! base knave !—thief!— 
traitor f—liar I—demon that you are 1" 
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What is the change which comes that makes 
that young man glare like such a tiger * Unpre¬ 
pared for such a violent shaking, the cap, wig 
and eyebrows dropped from the wisard, and dis¬ 
closed the features of Bernsward, the steward. 
In one instant he was down, and the young Det- 
nold kneeling on his chest, with his poignard at 
his throat. 

“ Disclose where Amita is, sir steward, or 
dier 

The steward, though a great villain, was also 
a great coward. No more threats were needed. 
The steward, trembling as he l»y, told of his 
visit the day before, and of the capture of the 
girl at night. While he was speaking, he had 
loosened one hand and got his knife ready to 
strike, bat the other had perceived the action, 
and wrested the weapon from him. It was Born- 
sward’s last hope, and when that failed him, he 
felt willing to disclose all—the place of Ajmita's 
imprisonment, the pass word, and the number of 
armed men in the castle. John Detnold then 
bound him hand and foot, and with the help of 
some of the other young men, he put him in a 
place of safety, leaving four men to guard him. 

Having accomplished this, Detnold set out at 
all speed for the baron’s castle, and disclosed to 
him the base abduction. The good baron list¬ 
ened attentively, and appeared scarcely less ex¬ 
cited than his esquire. One hour more, and the 
baron’s men were all armed, waiting only for the 
darkness to set forth in. The count had a weak 
force, for more than half of his men were off on 
a marauding expedition, and trusting to the su¬ 
perstition of the villagers, he had not troubled 
himself to have even the few men he had with 
him, armed or ready to resist any attack. So 
said the steward. 

When night had fairly set in, the baron and 
his men began their march. At the gate of the 
count’s castle was only one man, the warder; to 
him Detnold whispered the pass-word, and bade 
him as soon as he unlocked the gate to bony to 
the count with the message that his men were 
returning, laden with booty. The delighted 
warder hastened to obey, and while he was gone 
the baron and his men entered. In one moment 
all was confusion. Lights flashed from the 
windows of the castle, and the bell rang out the 
.alarm. Taken by surprise, the count and his 
men, though they fought like demons, made no 
iieadway. The baron found that the steward 
had deceived Detnold, as to the number of men, 
and the odds were against him. Had the count 
and his men been prepared, it would have gone 
against the baron’s party, but they being well 
armed and in order, slowly, but perceptibly, 


gained ground. Pen cannot paint the confusion 
that prevailed. Dark and darker grew the 
night; the moon was obscured by heavy drift¬ 
ing clouds ; the din of the struggle more deafen¬ 
ing each moment, and corses and prayers were 
mingled in strange confusion. 

For a moment it seemed as though the robber- 
band would be victorious, for they had already 
killed many of the baron’s men; but the men 
knew they were fighting for their life and free¬ 
dom, and with that thought they fought right 
bravely. One instant more—one loud thunder¬ 
ing crash, and with a wild cry sounding high 
above the clash of arms, and the strife was over 
—the count was subdued; the baron and his 
men victorious. 

The clouds which had overspread the heavens, 
now broke away, and the moon shone brightly 
out. Searching through the castle much booty 
was found, which was divided between the men. 
John Detnold stopped not for that, but searched 
wildly through the apartments for his lovely Ar- 
nita. In a distant turret chamber he found her, 
awaiting with fear and hope the end of the 
straggle. 

’Twas a blessed and proud hour for young 
Detnold when he placed Amita in her mother’s 
arms. The village resounded with cries of joy, 
and John Detnold was hailed as their deliverer 
from a constant fear. The old baron blessed the 
lovers, and gave Amita a handsome dowry. 

When the sun rose the morning after the 
strife, it shone upon two deserted castles on the 
borders of the Drave, whose waters sparkled in 
the light, and seemed also to rejoice at the pun¬ 
ishment of the count. The village became more 
flourishing, but the inhabitants continued just as 
superstitious, for the young men who were left 
to guard the steward Bemsw&rd, found him 
gone on the morning after the strife, and as each 
one declared that they passed the night with 
their eyes fixed upon the closet in which he was 
confined, never for an instant closing them, we 
are obliged to agree with them that the demons 
carried him off in a car of flame, and that he is 
added to the number of restless, bad spirits who 
haunt the old castle, and nightly circle around 
the Witches’ Stone, which no jeering can shake 
their faith in, and which exyoys a far worse repo- 
taiion than before. Amita shakes her head 
when rallied by her husband, John Detnold, and 
says that there certainly were strange things 
passing her when she sat there so anxiously 
watching the dawn. 

“ There was a rartHog of wings, 
ii the eat upon the atone, 

And wdid end wttetiUke things 
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At the fcjpae when the events transpired, which 
we are about to narrate, the Neutral French of 
f Nova Scotia had already begun to experience 
the wanton oppression of their royal master. 
Edicts had been promulgated restricting the 
privileges of the peaceful Acadian*, and the 
quiet streets of the town of Grand Pre* had 
more than once resounded with the martial notes 
of English soldiers, who had come to maintain 
espionage over the actions of its peaceful in¬ 
habitants. 

Thongh in hourly expectation of some gross 
outrage, the Acadian* took no precautions 
against aggression, but continued their simple 
agricultural avocations in the open fields, with¬ 
out arms,—conscious of their own perfect recti¬ 
tude, and humbly relying upon the protection of 
God. The dames of Acadie manipulated fear¬ 
lessly in the dairy, or at the spinning wheel, 
protected only by their guileless simplicity, and 
consciousness of innocence. At evening, the 
pious elders gathered their families around the 
fireside, and after expounding the truths of the 
Bible, offered up fervent prayers fur the happi¬ 
ness of the relentless sovereign who was perse¬ 
cuting them so ruthlessly. Such was the only 
defence against oppression, which they had been 
taught from infancy. 

It was at this period? teeming with peril to the 
Acadians, that a couple of travellers, emerging 
suddenly from different quarters of a dense wood 







which encompassed a lake, about three leagues 
from the hamlet of Grand Pre f , unexpectedly 
met each other face to face. They were both 
clad in an anomalous , garb, consisting of part 
hunting jacket, and part military dress, and each 
bore upon his shoulder a heavy French musket. 


3 



“ Ah, I” said the stouter and older of the 

l/two, dropping the butt of his gnn upon the 
grass, and cordially extending bis band, “ I ex* 
pecied to meet you about here. Hare yon cross¬ 
ed any trail, shot any game, or got fcato any 
scrapes since yon left camp 1" 

“ 1 believe there baint a man left a trail, nor 
a bird taken wing, since these English came so 
near ns 1" replied the other. “ I left the French 
fortifications early this morning, and you’re the 
first biped that has crossed my path since—” 

“ We’re now about nine English miles from 
Grand Pre' said the first speaker. “ If we go 
round this lake, it will be a league further, and 
we shall be detained too long. There used to 
be a boat here, but during the recent troubles, ft 
has been removed, I suppose.” 
u Let us swim across.” 

M But the guns ?” 

" I'U arrange that. There’s the boat, or rath¬ 
er what is left of it, smashed in pieces, at the 
foot of the rock. I did it myself the last time I 
crossed. We’ll make a raft for the weapons, 
and shove them before us.” 

The fragments of the demolished boat were 
soon fashioned into a rude raft, upon which the 
two young men first adjusted their garments, 
and then placed their muskets. 





14 This is not the time to be lounging round 
barracks, Bernard/’ said Max, os they parted 
from the shore, and began to cut the smooth 
lake, in measured and powerful strokes, “ when 
one’s father, and mother, and sisters, are hourly 
threatened with imprisonment, and perhaps, 
death!” 

11 Assuredly not* We were justified in tear¬ 
ing the camp, to warn our friends of the im¬ 
pending danger. I met a man at Brook’s gar¬ 
rison, who informed me that the English had 
already commanded the Neutrals to deliver up 
their arms, and that a descent upon Grand 
Pre* was hourly expected J' 1 

“ Indeed 1 Then the danger is more immi¬ 
nent than we had anticipated 1” said Max, in¬ 
voluntarily quickening his strokes. ** Perhaps 
we may yet be too late 1" 

“ Look out, Max 1 you’re nearly capsizing the 
clumsy craft. You've suspected truly—the peril 
is considerably greater than we had supposed 
yesterday. 1 * 

M The English will ever rue the day when they 
disturbed the tranquillity of the peaceful Acadi¬ 
an*. It will be a perpetual reproach—* stain 
upon their arms, which time will not efface from 
the remembrances of men. Bernard, when I 
think upon the injustice which these haughty 
masters of ours have already inflicted upon us, 
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dus last crowni mg tyranny stirs to fury all die 
revengeful passions of my soul!” 

“It is indeed a heinous wrong, but one which 
I fear is too easy of perpetration I” 

“ Yes, and one which will too easily escape 
retribution 1 How easily we might be captured 
bow, Bernard. Suppose some one should spring 
out of the woods, and oppose our landing. We 
should make but a poor figure, defending our* 
soiree here in the water, saa* culotes!” 

“ That's true t" replied the other, and quick* 
ening their motions simultaneously, Max Drum¬ 
mond and Bernard St. Verd speedily stood upon 
the opposite shore of the lake. 

After resuming their clothing, and carefully 
examining the priming of their weapons, they 
pursued their journey in a course due south, at 
a speed which precluded all attempts at conver¬ 
sation. Max peered anxiously through the 
openings in die forest, and ever and anon stop- 
*o listen if any sound disturbed the deep 
stillness of the measureless wood. * His com¬ 
panion, however, strode on, with his eyes fixed 
steadily before him, and his right hand cautiously 
grasping his gun-lock. Though the external 
manifestations of solicitude were not so marked, 
Bernard St. Verd was not wanting in affection¬ 
ate concern for his friends and relations, who 
were in jeopardy. They had advanced about a 
league and a half, when Max suddenly shouted, 
ia feverish excitement: 

“ Look there, Bernard 1 See that smoko roll¬ 
ing up over yonder hill 1 By St. Denis, they're 
burning Grand Pre'l" Max was of French 
extraction, and when powerfully excited, often 
exhibited his French proclivities. 

St. Verd cast his eyes round, and beheld a 
black nebulous mass, rolling away in dense, lasy 
volumes, iff the direction of the wind. His brow 
grew dark, and his lips closed together in deep, 
concentrated wrath. 

“ If they injure but a hair of my father’s head, 
they shall feel a son's terrible vengeance 1" 

“And if they dare offer a breath of insult to 
your peerless sister, they shall again experience 
the power of a Drummond's arm 1" said Mai, 
u We must proceed hastily, hut warily, if we 
would be in time to furnish any assistance." 

Knowing that they must now be in close prox¬ 
imity to the English troops, the young men ad¬ 
vanced with redoubled caution, holding their 
gnus before them ready cocked, like fowlers 
coming up with their game. 

They had advanced in this manner about a 
mile, when a pistol-shot re-echoed through the 
forest, and a voice followed, ringing with start¬ 
ling dearness among the stems of the trees: 


44 Prince yard* l” 

Max and Bernard stopped a moment, and be¬ 
held behind a clump of trees, at the distance of 
a hundred yards, a French soldier, guarding a 
couple of saddled horses. 

“ 1 recognize those horses 1" said Bernard. 

Advancing carefully they were soon within 
hailing distance of the Frenchman. 

“ Vous criez, comma un aigls, man amt/*’ said , 
Max. 

“A qui sont ces chevaux f” asked Bernard, 
sternly. 

44 Ces sont a Monsieur St. Verd!” replied the 
Frenchman. 

44 Then what are you doing with them here?" 

44 1 guard them, pour Monsieur” 

44 We'll relieve you of your charge," said St. 
Verd, and mounting one of the animals, he con¬ 
signed the other to the charge of his companion. 
Max coolly got into the saddle, and after admon¬ 
ishing the astounded Frenchman not to u prenez 
garde” so vociferously in future, and politely 
bidding him bon jour , rode away at a tearing 
paoe. 

On reaching the summit of the hill which 
overlooked the valley of Grand Pre', and over 
which clouds of murky vapor were still con¬ 
stantly pouring, a scene presented itself which 
would have shocked the stoutest heart. The 
whole valley, as far as the eye could reach, wae 
enfolded in flame and smoke. Here and there 
could be seen human forms, bearing away arti¬ 
cles of domestic use, but otherwise the valley 
seemed totally deserted. Fields of rich grain 
were yielding to the devouring element, and for 
in the distance was a train of cattle, urged on by 
the bayonets of English dragoons. 

44 This is too much I" said Max, checking his 
horse. 

44 Bee, the St. Verd house still stands!—we 
may yet be in time!" said Bernard, dashing in¬ 
stantly down the hill, followed closely by Max. 

They reached the dwelling, which was situ¬ 
ated upon the outskirts of the town, only to find 
it deserted. An English soldier, with a torch in 
his hand, was about to set fire to a pile of rub¬ 
bish, at one corner of the building. Max rode 
fiercely up to him, and striking the torclfcfrom 
his grasp, demanded what had been don? with 
the St. Verds. The man shook his head sul¬ 
lenly, but made no other reply. Max dismount¬ 
ed, and presenting a pistol with his right hand, 
while he seized the soldier's throat with his left, 
threatened him with destruction unless he di¬ 
vulged all he knew. Completely intimidated by 
Max's impetuous style of attack, the English¬ 
man informed him that the elder St. Verds h ad 
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been taken to the coast with the rest of the Aca- 
dians, to embark in English ships for die Amer¬ 
ican colonies. 

"But the young lady 1" demanded Max. 

“ The colonel took charge of her ¥* replied 
the soldier, with an insolent leer. 

Max stretched die caitiff upon the parched 
sward with one blow, and tnrning to enter the 
house, confronted Bernard,issuing from the door. 

“ Read that 1” said he, presenting him a note. 
It ran: 

“ Dear Bernard, —They hare taken father 
and mother to the sea side, with the rest of the 
people. Myself they hare reserved for some 
special insult. There are about half-a-dozen 
mounted men on guard at the door What is 
their purpose I cannot tell. I'm in fearful anxi¬ 
ety. Would that Max or you might come. 

" Beatrice. 1 ' 

“ This villain outside knows the whole matter, 
but it wont be in his power to give us any infor¬ 
mation for some time/ 1 said Max, contemptu¬ 
ously touching the prostrate incendiary with his 
boot. 

“ There's no need of it. Here is their trail— 
a dozen feet in width;—they hare taken no 
pains to conceal it" 

The grass was furrowed up by horses' hoofs 
for a considerable space around the door, and 
from this broken track there issued a broad 
trail, which appeared to pursue a course nearly 
dne southwest from the hamlet of Grand Pre\ 
The horsemen evidently did not apprehend pur¬ 
suit, as they had taken no precautions to con¬ 
ceal their path. 

"My coarse lies in the direction of these 
tracks 1" said Max, tightening his saddle-girth, 
and putting his pistols in the holsters. 

St. Verd paused an instant, with one foot in 
the stirrup. After a moment's reflection, he 
said with the air of one who had finally deter¬ 
mined a difficult point: 

" I believe mine does, too. Max." 

Following the broad path, they soon reached 
the limits of the valley. Here Max, who was 
foremost, was about to proceed in a right line, 
throng a deep glen, which led from the valley, 
when Bernard shouted: 

" 8top I We're off the trail 1" 

Max waited until the wind took up the glen a 
cloud of smoke which just then enveloped him, 
and then proceeded to examine the road. Not 
a track was visible before him, and behind could 
only be discerned his own horse's footprints. 

" We have lost the trail! Let us return and 
recover it." 


They slowly and carefully pursued their way 
back for the distance of a quarter of a mile, 
when they suddenly struck the last trail, which, 
though as broad and distinct as ever, appeared 
to end here; there wore no diverging tracks to 
the right or left. 

“ They have doubled I" said Max. “ Keep a 
good lookout, and we'll circumvent their cun¬ 
ning yet." 

They returned in the line of the hoof-prints, 
until they reached the margin of a little creek, 
when both simultaneously halted. 

“ Leap the creek, Max; and if I'm not great¬ 
ly deceived, you'll find horses' feet have trod the 
opposite bank." 

Max leaped the little ran without much diffi¬ 
culty, and shouted as he alighted on the oppo¬ 
site shore: 

“ Here they are—as distinct as ever! Cross 
quickly!" 

St. Verd crossed; and as he observed die new 
course which the trail took, remarked: 

"This will conduct us directly to the sea¬ 
shore, where they have taken all our people to 
embark them for the south, and where the whole 
British army is encamped." 

“ True," replied Max; " but if we hasten we 
shall be able to intercept this detached party be¬ 
fore they can join the main body/' 

The snn had already begun to decline, and as 
there was no time to be lost, and the trail was 
perfectly clear, the two horsemen urged their 
steeds to the top of their speed. 

The snn went down, and twilight began to 
deepen into night, but still they had not come 
up with those of whom they were in pursuit. 
The forest began to assume the dusky, gloomy 
hue of a moonless night; and the trail began to 
grow indistinct in the darkness. 

“ I fear we shall have to wait until morning," 
said Bernard. “ I've come near losing the trail 
several times." 

" They must have encamped near here," re¬ 
plied Max, “ unless they intended to finish their 
journey to-night, which is not at all probable. 
Hark 1—a horse neighing, by St. Denis I Ber¬ 
nard, we are upon them !" 

Both young men appeared to know how to 
act in the present emergency. They both dis¬ 
mounted, fastened their horses securely, exam¬ 
ined the priming of their weapons, and cau¬ 
tiously advanced in the direction of the sound 
which Max had heard. After proceeding half a 
mile, they suddenly emerged from behind a 
dense thicket, under cover of which they had 
been advancing, and beheld within a score of 
rods, the British encampment A fire was 
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blaring in the middle of it, around which three 
or four soldiere were seated, apparently partak¬ 
ing of their erening meal. 

“ Hold me, Bernard!” said Max, in intense 
excitement “ Do jon see that fellow in epau¬ 
lettes, sitting beside Beatrice 3 If he moves an 
inch nearer her, Ill roll him off that log into 
the crackling fire I” 

“ Wait till we're nearer!" said his companion. 

“By Jupiter! I believe he's patting his arm 
around her 1 Do yon take the tali fellow with 
a red cockade, and I'll arrange matters with 
that colonel 1" 

Two musket*hots following each other in 
rapid succession, woke np the echoes of the vast 
forest, and without stopping to ascertain the re¬ 
sult of their fire, Max and St. Verd rushed fear¬ 
lessly into the encampihent, pistols in hand. 

“ Come on, my men!" cried Bernard, as if a 
whole company were at his heels. 

“ Yield, or expect no mercy!" shouted Max, 
discharging his pistol at a man who had levelled 
a carbine at him. 

“ 8teady, men! steady 1" feebly vociferated 
the bleeding colonel, from under the log on 
which he had been sitting. 

Bat hie men were all down before he gave die 
order. Max, after dischaiging his pistol, grap¬ 
pled with a fellow who was guarding the hones, 
and after a short conflict hurled him bleeding to 
the ground. There were bat two others in the 
party. One of these Bernard shot down as he 
advanced from his concealment, and the other 
was made prisoner without much resistance. 
When the victory was achieved, the two young 
men turned to the lovely Beatrice—the rose of 
Aeadie. 

“ Dear Bernard 1—Max, dear Max 1 how kind 
m you to incar all this for me i" 

" I would have incurred ten times as much 
rather than have forfeited so sweet an acknowl¬ 
edgement of the fevorl" answered Max, his 
tones displaying a manly tenderness, that be¬ 
came him well. 

“I knew you would not forsake me, Ber¬ 
nard," said Beatrice, smiling, “ and I thought," 
continued she, her cheeks mantling, u that Mat 
might remember her old playmate 1" 

“ Max merits the largest share of yonr enco¬ 
miums, for he decided instantly to go in pursuit 
of you, while I was hesitating whether to follow 
yonr captors, or go in pursuit of fhther and 
mother," said Bernard. 

Beatrice bestowed a glance upon the delighted 
Max, which amply repaid him for all the dan¬ 
gers he had undergone, and all the anxiety he 
had felt for her* 


“We must now decide upon our line of 
march," said St. Verd, “ for it is impossible to 
remain here. The firing will attract people to 
the spot." 

“Let us return to die Trench camp," said 
Max. 

“ And leave my parents in the hands of the 
English 1" 

“ We shall not be able to rescue them from 
the force that guards them. It will be better to 
rejoin them after they have arrived in the Ameri¬ 
can colonies.” 

“ That is true," replied Bernard, sorrowfully. 
“ Even if we should succeed in rescuing them, 
they could not live in tranquillity in Nova Sco¬ 
tia. It is better for them to undergo the perils 
of a sea voyage, than endure all the insults and 
hardships to which they would be inevitably 
subjected here. Even you, Beatrice, will not be 
allowed to remain here." 

“ I have no desire to dwell *in the land from 
which my friends and parents have been so 
mercilessly expelled 1" responded the lovely girl, 
a tear moistening her eye. 

“A sentiment to which I respond with all my 
soul 1" said Max. “ Never will I tread this soil 
as a dweller upon it, after this humiliating ex¬ 
tinction of our race I" 

The fair rose of Aeadie smiled a sweet ap¬ 
proval of the determination. She had appre¬ 
hended that he would continue in the French 
service in Aeadie. 

Too much time had already been consumed, 
and they made hasty preparations for departure. 
A rnde litter was constructed for the wounded 
colonel, and lashed between a couple of horses. 
Beatrice was assisted to the saddle by the atten¬ 
tive Max; the two young men brought up and 
mounted their hones, and the train took np its 
line of march for the French encampment. 
They rode all night, and arrived at their place 
of destination at morn, the next day. 

Three weeks after the occurrences which we 
have narrated, there was a joyfttl family meet¬ 
ing in the town of Philadelphia. The St. Verds 
had been taken to the American province of 
Pennsylvania, whither Beatrice, Max and Ber¬ 
nard had followed them, as soon as they were 
able to make preparations for so long a journey 
by land. Joyfully the fond parents welcomed 
back their lost children. They could welcome 
them ail as children—for Max had won and 
wedded u The Bose of Aeadie." 


Some enemies, as well as friends, are necessa¬ 
ry ; they make ns more circumspect, more dili¬ 
gent, wiser and better. 
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BT ANNE T. WILBUK. 

The great facta of the Eastern war do not 
enter into oar humble province; but we may 
glean a few anecdotes on the heroes of this Iliad. 
Here it one related by Mir. Edmond Texicr, 
which cannot fail to interest our readers. 

About fifteen or twenty years since, a yonng 
naan presented himself at Widdin, and asked 
for Hussein Pacha, the commandant of that 
place. This young man was as handsome as a 
woman, and as imposing as a demigod. His 
complexion was white and clear, his eyes soft 
and penetrating, and his form slender and vigor* 
ons. The Turks, who are superstitious about 
countenances, received him with cordiality, and 
pointed out to him the pacha's dwelling. 

Hussein had encamped before Widdin, in a 
superb tent The young unknown presented 
himself for an audience just as Hussein awoke 
in a very bad humor. 

“ What do you want ?" asked he, roughly, of 
the importunate solicitor. 

“ To enter the service of your excellency." 

“ I have too many servants already. Go V* 

In Turkey, men of the most humble condition 
may offer presents to a great nobleman, without 
infringing upon customs. The young man drew 
from his pocket a small package, carefully en¬ 
veloped, which he handed to the pacha, entreat¬ 
ing him to accept it. 

u What are these V 9 said the pacha, when he 
had opened the package. 

“ Gloves, your excellency." 

“And of what use are they?" 

“ When you march in the sun, its rays will not 
burn your hands (those of Hussein’s were very 
white), and when you hold the bridle of your 
horse, your fingers will not be wounded by the 
hardness of the leather." 

“And how are these gloves put on ?" 

The young man put a glove on the pacha’s 
hand. 

“ Now the other." 

The young man complied. Hussein then 
clapped his hands three times, and held them 
over his head, while. the officers of his suite en¬ 
tered and looked wonderingly at thq gloves. 

Thanks to these, which were a long time the 
admiration of the pacha and his staff, the un¬ 
known was admitted to the service of Hussein, 
and became his confidential aid-de-camp. 

Now this unknown youth was Michael Hattas, 
o rigin al l y from Croatia, formerly sub-inspector 
of bridges and causeways in Austria—at present 
Omer Pacha, general-in-chief of the Ottoman 


country, this fugitive without resources, this 
German turned Turk, to risk his future destiny 
on a pair of gloves ? Thi9 history is not less 
curious than that of his audience with Hnssein 
Pacha. 

The fourth son of Peter Hattas, a poor and 
noble Austrian lieutenant, Michael was in his 
Childhood 60 delicate that he lived only by a 
prodigy of maternal love. At eighteen, he was 
appointed superintendent of the bridges and 
causeways of Carlstatft. At twenty, he was 
nominated sub-inspector at Zaro, in Dalmatia. 
Compromised in a political affair, he exiled him¬ 
self, and gained the Turkish frpntier, with a few 
sequins in his pocket. 

The first Ottoman yillage which he traversed 
being Omer-Unas, he took the name of Omer 
with the tnrban, and advanced at random into 1 
the province of Bosnia. Some wagoners met 
him, attacked him, robbed him, took away even 
his clothes, and left him almost naked on the 
public road. A peasant furnished him with a 
garment and a little money. He arrived thus at 
Boujalouka, where he entered the shop of a 
merchant as clerk. 

Here a consolation awaited him, which had 
nearly turned him from the arduous paths which 
lead to glory. The merchant had a charming 
daughter. Omer perceived it by the beatings of 
his he^rt. The young girl, on her part, could 
not ^mrithout emotion this exile pursued by 
fate, vb brave and skilful engineer reduced to 
the condition of a clerk, this white and delicate 
but energetic and valiant hand, which trembled 
at holding a pen instead of a sword. The two 
young people understood each other without 
speaking, and the father comprehended them in 
his turn, without needing their, confidence. 

One fine morning he sent to Omer two cask¬ 
ets—the one contained a wedding-ring and the, 
inventory of his business, the other, a purse full 
of gold and a Damascene sqbre. Omer divined 
the choice which was offered to him—die fortune 
of the merchant and the hand of his daughter,' 
or departure and & military life, with the ex¬ 
penses of the journey to the nearest camp., 

Omer kept the hook and the ring, and restored 
to the merchant the q&hre and parse. The next 
day the two young people were affianced amid a. 
joyous family festival. But on the day after, the 
young girl, overcome with happiness, fell ill, to 
rise no more. The father and lover watched 
over her eight days and nights, and tearfully re¬ 
ceived her last sigh. Then the merchant, t A ^» w g 
the sabre and the purse, offered them again to 
die young man, saying ui him: 
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“ God has willed it I It was decreed! May 
glory be more faithful to you than happiness!” 

This time Omer accepted the arm, and kissing 
the icy hand of his dead betrothed, took his way 
towards Widdin, where he became the aid-de- 
camp of Hussein, as we have seen. 

After the death of the Pacha of Widdin, Omer 
repaired to Constantinople, where he rose rapidly 
from rank to rank, and was appointed in 1852 
and '54, by his merit and success, to the supreme 
command of the Ottoman forces against Russia. 

See what a pair of gloves may produce—in 
good hands. 
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